
IN.
my previous letters Ihave taken a

few harmless flings, at the London
institutions which did not seem

> above ridicule. Ihave a few more
|particular ,observations to make on
• this general topic

—
namely, that J^on-

|doners' devoutly believe that they hold
\u25a0 in trust all earthly blessings— but as a
|sort of semicolon Ithink it is. fair to
1Interpolate. some remarks about a"~cer-
|tain class of Americans who live in
London."

.Please remember that Iam not gen-

|eralizingiat the expense of American
.ladies and gentlemen who live here. ''-. I
m.ea.n;a

'
Particular group whose mem-

bers, ,;mankind in general reluctantly
', B': Poss ess human \ attributes.
Those to whom Irefer are. the morib-
Pl^in^compoops who\u25a0•. gather in'some
London hotel on Washington's birthday
and the Four th 'of July^ sing "Hameri-
ca" from printed slips,, with an affecta-
tion of English accent ; feebly discuss
the •doings •in the; House 'of ;Lords and
Inquire in whispers Ifthe United States
Senate is the upper or lower branch of
the American .Parliament.- When self-respectlnV Englishmen see
these: curiosities theyjlook back 'i upon
the', surrenderiof ;Cornwallis .withicon-siderable^satisfaction; "If(George illl,'
saystheisneeringiones/had been gifted
withjprophecyjas iwellas.obstinacy ;he
would have |lopped the colo-
nies fromUhia :map iof :. the jBritishSEm-^
pire ?ilong;•before 'the -colonies them-
selves 3prevailed §upo^' France :-,to 5 help
them; accomplish the; same iresult't They
alsojsaylthatttbeiEarKof: Chatham^ In-
stead? of-wasting ::his Ienergies ilauding
to;,a \stubborn ?King;the

-
resistance 'of

,the i{Americaps,^i,wquld \'\u25a0'\u25a0:. have ;}busied
'

himself jwlth'the*framing of.an;actIto;
protect against Vobnoxious,^
thoughpeacefumnvasion.; !;;r It;is ?difflcultitb 'convince the untrav-*:
eled^; Englishman;. that American:
cadi^.who iis seen at]hist worst ?in:Lon

-
;

don,lissnot*a;national» type,' ;and even
the, decent Americans who feel
upon to hurl back anti-American com-

;'\u25a0 ... :\u25a0•\u25a0'\u25a0.. '
\u25a0

\u25a0

-
," .'\u25a0 VN <?::•:;\u25a0\u25a0'• : "\u25a0\u25a0 ::-i^X

ments... with \u25a0 a sharp in-shoot. - can't
.helpifeeling some sympathy with the
'
Englishman's viewpoint.
'.Asa rule the American cad lacks the
mental grasp necessary to go through

the legal. forms of expatriation. |and
many of those endowed by inheritance
with a certain amount of foresight. lack
the nerve, fearing ".newspaper ridicule.
The result Is the existence of a strange
human anomaly which Is hard to. de-
lineate in words.

Among the several Idiocies against
which the English have failed to enact'
laws is the habit of aping. This habit is
the primary,instinct of some'Americans
who,comeIhere. /Anything •that walks

t with two7vleB?vleB? and .has authority to
give its name "a funny,prefix- is, to:the
cad,".'.an'; object sof. reverence. He tries
to Imitate ifs {mannerisms of speech
:and action

-
asj wel1 as ;its dress, gener-

ally^unsuccessfully and Vwlth the re-
c suit that.he makes fact of his Im-
itation rldlculousljjjpinspicuous.
Itis a generalljfTagrown fact that the

foreigner, .who:; ca*- learn to speak
.French ilike• a Frenchman .must begin
his training.ln the French language at

", quite an early age." ;In.like manner the
American '(?) .who .wishes to" become
English in style and speech.^so that he
will:;be able , to Vexclaim :"My .word!"
etc.. with,the proper London Intonation,
:must "haye

rtreceived^ 'thorough \u25a0: school-
Ing in-Infancy: ;It is:

'
just as difficult

for an \adult, expatriate ;. to say "over
there" \u25a0 according to^the -accepted Lon-

\u25a0don^:method as^lt Isifor*him :to^give

'iutteranceUo" French; nasal* sounds! ln;a
\u25a0i manner, thit-doesn't .tempt:a Parisian
to look for.a piece of loose brick.
\u25a0 ;=•In;,the .theater '.we

'
:have seen mon-

f keys,:; trained, imitate 'the .actions ot
human" beings. _'=We "; have *laughed and
said, ''That v monkey jseems almost hu-

?
fman." ,1Nevertheless we have never,lost
sight.of the] fact ithat it was a!monkey.

\Similarly4the ?American lead who \u25a0 bores
Londoners ;with hla affectation of Eng-"
lish. mannerisms;: can "never ;hideIthe

•fact that he is not an Englishman, and
Englishmen \never; lose :sight of the
fact that:he-is "not

are;a' few, valuable hints
",to^untutored! expatriates: -I^.:. -v •>•
; «First^The "common Iadjective ).denot-
;.lngia' sangulharyf condition is hot;used
\u25a0in polite English circles as a term of
general description f.

Second
—

The King does not speak of
the Horse Guards as the "

'Oraa
Guards." nor of heavy artillery as
'"eavy hartillery." He uses the "King's
English" as his grammarians and or-
thographical experts prescribe. It is
sai<^ by some who are in a position
to know that his Intonations are some-
what Teutonic:

—
but that's a matter be-

tween him and the Kaiser, in which
we need not interfere.

Third
—

The King is personally de-
scribed as a genial old chap, hence It
Is not fashionable to affect &

- sup-
posedly "royal servility of mien.

Fourth— lf an explanation surprises
you say f"Oh!"f "Oh!" but pronounce it like
the "Waow" commonly heard in the
course of feline courtships, the first "w"
of course being silent. (By.all means
consult a tutor on thl3 delicate matter,
as the correct Inflection can be at-
tained only by long and. careful prac-
tice. Also see hints in the invaluable
handbook, "How to Act Like a Chump
In Three Minutes Without a Master.")

Fifth
—

When Introduced to a manwearing fashionable clothes and a
monocle, do not -address him as "mi-
lord" unless he is identified as a mem-
ber of the peerage. Neither should
"milord" be addressed to a mere "Sir "
If you so call him they'll think you
poorly trained

—
as well as American

A plain "Sir" Is nothing but a Baronet—
a sort of. doormat' on the threshold

of the actual peerage." •

SLxth—A frequent use of the adjec-
tive "bally" is not in itself consideredproof-of noble lineage.• Seventh— When dining at. the house
ofTa peer you are under no obligation
to address the pretty ycungr person
who lays the covers -as "milady"
Neither. should you -call her "•Arrlet-.Eighth—ln -

restaurants pronounce
"Waiter" as "Wait-ah." >"Get a tutor--also famlllarlzeyourself with the booklet entitled "Foolishness in One Ea«
Lesson." * ay

There are. many other rules thatmight be laid" down :for the guidance
of:those who would imitate personaof title. The :Imitator,however w?nalways labor under the. difficulty of notbeing to the manner born. Perseveran«»«
and zeal In

tthe- matter' of 'apln'e \u25a0 winnevertheless.- mitigate the ancestraltraits of the American Jocko 3

own this was the sort of girl-
—

or queen—
he would install within Its sacred

precincts. "An*Iwouldn't keer a durn
ifher paw was the best fixed man 'roun*
hyer," he chuckled, as he hitched his
body along the branch toward the tre«
trunk "I'd Jes" go In to win. A gal

like that's wuth fightin' fur
—

yes, an*
dyln' fur." This time the chuckle pre-
ceded the whistle, and the whistle teas

blown out with a mournful quaver that
declared he was not one of those who
thought of setting up a shack of his
own.

Coon Flat was the wonder and
chagrin of all the mountain side, for
was it not the climax of brazen In-
dustry? They all had their patches,

but beside Coon Flat their patches were
as barren fields to a land of milk and
honey. Jake, the father of Laurel, as
he was called in contradistinction to
another Jake of the same name, who
was father of Meg, grew potatoes that
stood him from the October digging to
the May planting; his onions and cab-
bages'were far above family needs and
flowed over into envied sales for ready
money, and, to cap It all, behind his
cabin was a four-acre field that every

fall showed green with sprouting

shoots and every spring grew heavy
with swaying, golden headed wheat.
No wonder he had two mules and a
buckboard "kerridge," a "peazzer" in
front of his cabin and a kitchen with
real window glass windows behind!
And no wonder he carried his head
high as the mighty man of the Hillers
and looked askance at the valorous
"pore trash" youth that dared to raise
eyes 'at his daughter! But of Poke he
had not even thought as an object of
suspicion.

So now, after that stalwart youth
had removed the heavy tree trunk frorri
his body and had lifted and borne him
'to his bed In the cabin as gently as a
mother might her child, he welcomed
with cordial gratitude an; offer to re-
main and look, after things until he
could get out. Laurel was strong and
willing,but her hands would be full
in looking after him, and there were
the mules to care for and the.dozens
of pigs and a cow to drive up from
the valley and milk,^and besides it was
high time the four :acres f were again
seeded In order that there, should be
&ysuccession to the sacks of golden
grain which were now Jstored In the
shed loft waiting for the higher quo-
tations which rumor promised. T.Yee,
a strong man was needed on the place,
for Coon Flat, even In its splendor, was
Isolated. The nearest neighbor was too
far away to be reached by even- the r
report of his rifle. . fflffßjfeffiß^

Poke entered upon his new work
with unwonted energy. A great heap
of wood was cut and ;piled near ;the
back door, where it would Lbe handy for 4

Laurel. He*brought, water,:and; fed: tile >:
pigs, and in spite of her"protests -ln-v;

slsted on doing the milking himself.
'

next hour. When he returned 'to the
cabin the half-frightened look had left
his face, but the wonder stillremained,
and with it was an ecstatic diffidence
that seemed strangely at variance with
his usual bluff frankness. "\u25a0<.

Laurel noticed the change at once,'
and her face' grew puzzled, but only
for a little while. Then an odd twinkle
of humor came into her eyes as 'though
she understood, and mingled with the
humor was a tender,: flickering light
which had been . gaining strength -

in. her eyes these last few weeks, a light
which Poke had riot yet seen.

As he entered Jake
-
looked

-
up ;with

angry Impatience" and v
Poke raised a

hand defensively before :his' face, but
the invalid was not thinking of that.

"Heered anything :.'bout .wheat to-
day?" he grumbled. "Goin* down.-.of
course." >;, .;.:,-

"Going up." Polk answered promptly.
"A man hollered to me from the'alge
o' the hill this mornin* and an' said
'twas seventy." .

"Seventy!" Jake grabbed his crutches ,
and rose totterlngly to his

'
feet, 'but:

sank back with a snarl of mingled rage
and pain. "Seventy cents, an' I've got
ninety bushels! Dumi the ole back ! By

the^tlme I'm out again hit'llbe down to
fifty like 'twas last year, an\ that'll be
a clean loss o' $18. Blame hit all!" ', /• "Cayn'tIgo, pap?" suggested Laurel.

The gloomy face cleared slightly,
then lowered. He loved the profits of
his industry, but not so much; as he
loved Laurel. It was thirty miles to
Staunton.

"No,.yc cayn't," he snarled.
There was a brie,f silence. .; Then:—
"Thar's Poke, pap.

-
He's mighty

strong and willin'." ;.
The face darkened, then grew lighter.

Evidently the idea, at first scouted, was :
being tolerated. 'That meant Poke' had
been making giant strides forward :
during these few weeks.

"Idunno," doubtfully." '

Poke saw his opportunity and rose to
it like a man—like alman. of Industry..
He was 'developing rapidly.

"I'll take hit down all right," he
said, confidently. "I've sold :wheat to
Staunton afore." • He was thinking of
two bushels he had; once taken: to mar- .'
ket for his father, the Iproceeds of;which he had lost on the, way home.
He did not mention. the. loss, .however,
but the, thought of itmade him hesitate ;
In. the .face, of. this vast enterprise,
which involved ninety bushels. ,

"Wouldn't ye better; wait a little?"
he suggested weakly. "Signs- seem to
'low wheat's still risin*. Mebby hit'll
be.wuth while to hoi' back till'yr're
out."" V

'

Jake snorted.
""Thar's more fallin's than risin's In

wheat," he snapped, i'l've \u25a0 foun*..*.' that
out. M:reckon -yeM better go;.an'*mm'
Iwant ye to -,git;hit

*
all 'down-, to-morrer. Seventy, cents!, \u25a0 Yes.yeraus'

git hit all;in termorrer." : :
Poke's head was .whirling. :.But therewas .Laurel;looking;at him .c onfidently

and her father already: losing some^ofhis newly acquired confidence: He must
brace up.

"AH right." he said, as steadily as
he could. "The mules can'draw.half on1;'
the. longjwaggin; •and'.jrilSborryiTomi
iStuart's mule an': lke- Brown's ole hoss
an' hitch 'cm to Bill Coyner's :hay

. waggin. That'll take the other half.,
Ike's boy Sam can drive ahlnd me; soi
I'can keep an eye onishini. ;'iOh, yes;'

;,,we'll get on fust rate.' \u25a0\u25a0'

Jake nodded' approvingly; it was, a'
good plan. v \"Seventy cents," he admonished,
warnlngly; "try,an'- get Hilt.".*j' . . <

-After the wheat was loaded on next <

•day Poke entered, the cabin, for a few'
last,' instructions. :Before :.leaving he'
contrived to draw Laurel into the back]

"i --*tchen for a moment. ;>There" he was,
seized by a sudden- inspiration.
: :"Say, Laurel," he began, eagerly, "i—i
I—say, would ye minrme gettin' a ring'

a to Staunton, a gol' ring, for.' you an"
\ me?",.: -:' \u0084 ... ; "-'\u25a0'..'•.-,,'

She: looked at him quickly, under-
standingly, her face flushing. She •
could not rememher a single one of her'
married acquaintances who had 'been'
given a; gold ring.:,. : v

'

"Why, no, Iwouldn't min",:Poke," she j
said simply. "I'll be; real glad.

"
; i

"An'—an' would ye min'-speakin' to
your paw 'bout hit while I'm- gone. (

.Laurel? Hit might'be a g-ood time now'
i'm a Ttotin' his wheat.". |
"No

—
no. Idon't; min'.V - \

' -,
'. She watched;- him .from \u25a0 the doorway .
until the., heavy wagons rumbled out '
of sight.' Then she went in to her 1

father.
- '

."Pap," she \u25a0 announced' abruptly,
"Poke's ast me to marry him."
;"An1

you?"
"I've said yes," composodly. ,"_•:

\u25a0 , Jake, controlled ,: -himself with:
"
a

mighty- effort. With Laurel he must
be; diplomatic. : ;;i;l;;: .. : ,

"Wall, ye know bes'," he grimaced
affably. "But y'e-khow,' how :-'tis with
Poke. ;Ye'll have Ho 5:wait till:he's; able
to keep ye. Idon't

''
reckon '\he's; saved

enough to buy a;runt pig^yet."; V
But Laurel smlledito herself conterit-

edly. People were easily; mistaken, she
thought, and were apt ;to-bepreJUQiced.

..Was not Poke thejbest naturedand the
best looking manVbn*'the:;slope?':<'And
had he not promised! her a gold ring
out'of the pk-nitude of hls x riches?:i So
she said softly:: :;

;
;"',.-'.; "',.-'. \y? ; ;:

"I won't go agin ye, pap; "don't > ye
fear.: We'll wait till'yesay.youre'f that

able to keeplnie.V. ;; ,?-...
/;,- But, curiously :enough/^at; that 'very
moment Poke was^wonderlrig'dismally
howr he would beTable:tpsContrive},the
purchaseof a gokl:!ring\wlth';the':twen-

cents whichTrepresented';the;acj?
cumulation of his- twenty-nve: years.. -I

They, expected him 'iback'.by the end
of the third day. It was;the

uafterno6n
of the -sixth when f,hel returned:'/; As "he.
dismissed yputig -Sam"and ;:'attended i'to,'

\u25a0'his .mules Ithcr« jwas
*

a.'- look|of;b,eatlflc
joy upon his face,",which" remained there
until he \ opened '"'. theVcabin*l.door andsaw. the.: expectant! face 'of /Jake. -JThen
he whitened andstaggered !to the nearr• est chair. ',-•'\u25a0\u25a0:^ \u25a0/•:'•\u25a0'-\u25a0 /"\u25a0:.';. "\u25a0\u25a0;.^;:;.: ;'[:\u25a0\u25a0 !•-\u25a0:
;"You pore boy!"., cried Laurel tender-

ly;''you're plumb;beatiout.'V.
'.'Did you get' thelseventy cents?" de-

'^manded Jake eagerly. :. :~\
Poke :gasped \and itried .to.-collect: his

thoughts. What was he hero for?/VWhat;
did they want liixaXo!say?;lt:was 'about \• the^ wheat, wasn't; lt?^ He -had

..forgotten that unimportant imatter iaf-."
ter. the gold rlngltook possession of;his \u25a0

:mind. VHejrememberedi the tiWheat? had]
tbeen?; taken to^thefstdreroom^of l|a|big]
flouring mill;, andr that; he \u25a0 had Itold~ a,
clerk he would be 'back- later/and attend*

to its sale; .then he had ;fhurried away
in of a Job of hauling -.with the
mules and hau- carted sand, two days
for $6 and had- bought the, gold ring.
Yes, that was It.and he ha<T given Sam
the twent»five' cents to; pay his fare
to a cousin's atFishersviUo' to«et him
out>of the^ way, for two days. \u25a0 That
was -all

—
only he had forgottento go

back: and ;.sell the ,wheat.', . ! ...
;\u25a0; \u25a0 ;'pld you get -Y.-e seventy cents?" de-
manded Jake for* the second time.•

Poke felt.that iwas a <:riBts with him
arid he drew, a long, hard breath. Then
his gaze steadied.

• . '•\u25a0'\u25a0'''
"Ye;,see, .hit's this way," he said;

"signs are fur;rlsin\ an.l ain't sold yet.

Ye moutjes" as well have. seventy- five
or eightycents as fur anybody else. But
I'llgo down,"- he- was about to say "tj>
oncet," but restrained himself, for.that
might; betray

'
him; he added Instead,

."in a few days an'see how the risin'
comln'- on."
;jUnder. ordlnary s

circurnstances jthe in-
valid would not have, controlled his as-
tonishment amT wrath;.but this was an
extraordinary opportunity,;and \u25a0 Jake,

the father of Laurel, was nothing ifnot
diplomatic. So he forced himself 'into
a semblance of composure.

"Wall, hit's your lookout. Poke." he
said, significantly." "I ordered ye to
sell, an' of course I'llhoi' ye responsi-
ble for all Tallin's from seventy cents.
Mln' that!"'
It,was a very miserable Poke who

went out to attend to the evening
chores.' He had halC a mind to rush
away to Staunton to remedy the evil
before^ Itgrew worse. He imagined all
sorts of fallings

—
to sixty, cents, to

fifty,perhaps .to forty; to a life of toll
spent \p atoning, for the carelessness,
to the probable loss of.Laurel. But ho
stuck it out until the third morning;
then he left the cabin with steady, con-
fident strides, which, however, changed
to frantic haste as s-jim as he, was be-
yond, view of.Laurel In the doorway.-

But the mll|s of the, gods sometimes
turnou t unaccountable, grist.. Every
moment since Poke had b

t
een told from

\u25a0 the hill that -wheat .was "going up" the
mills of, the Chicago pit had been
igrinding out good flour for his chaff;

the West had been scoured, the markets
of the world invoked and the many
tongued lines of telegraph brought into
the game. And- all had redounded to
the *honor and glory of Poke, of 'Pos-
sum -Hill. When he returned to Coon
Flat at the end of one short twenty-
four hours his face was again expres-
sivo of beatific Joy.

Going straight to Jake, the father of
Laurel, he handed him a roll of bills.

"The risin' was even better than I
'lowed on," he said, nonchalantly. '"I
sol' for a dollar. Ye see, thar was
signs o'broakin' an* I'lowed Ibetter
not hoi" on any longer.".

There are varying sighs of wonder,
chagrin, incredulity ami satisfaction,

but- the mingling of them all which,
gathered on Jake's faoe was of the kind
that cannot be put Into words. Ho
gazed "at the money, at the strong,

hand3ome figure before him. at Laurel,
smilinga' few,feet away, and bowed his
head in surrender.

"I reckon Imout a been mistook.
Laurel." he said, submissively. "Poke'll
be able to keep ye, sure 'nough."

> But for all that. Poke was not so
clow as their insinuations would con-
vey, or his lack of material accumu-
lations declare. He had neither a rood

> of land for a holding nor a mule to
back, nor a shack to share with come
fair Diana of the mountain: but his old
muzzle-loader brought In more game
than the modern Winchesters of his as-
sociates, and there was no cabin raising
or shucking or bee or deer stalking to
•which he was not the first invited, and
wher,e his broad shoulders or deft fin-
pers or good natured humor or keen
eyes -were not in eager demand. He
was Indefatigable in the service of an-
other, and gave of his strength and
knowledge with unstinted generosity;
but there his industry faltered; for he
had no need of these things for him-
self, so did not seek them.

One day he was engaged in his fa-
vorite occupation of watching white
clouds drift across the blue disk of the
"sky, and to do it to the best advantage
was lying upon his back on a bed of
moss, with his hands clasped beneath
his head. It was mid-October, and
among the chestnut branches was a
"chickaree ing" and scampering of
squirrels intent on their winter stores;
and of kinglets and sparrows and
thrushes deploying and forming for
their journey to the South; and, fur-
ther away, the "caw, cawing" of black
eentinels patrolling the sky. An odor
of autumn foliage was in the air, a
rustle of fallingieaves, a sense of com-
plete Isolation and content. And then
ehe came.

He was hardly conscious of her In-
trusion at Erst, she fitted so well into
£t all, with her soft gray calico and
tfhestnut-gold hair; and she, on her
part, was not aware of his presence. The
cllng-lng moss rose halfway up about
his form, and he was so motionless and
a part of the surroundings that a bird
was chirping contentedly from the very
toe of one of his great boots, only fly-
ing a few feet away as she approached.

.They were on the brow of a slope
that dropped rapidly down Into the val-
ley, and she paused and threw her hand
above her eyes with a quick motion
which he recognized as expressing anx-
iety and hope. He could see her face
plainly from where he lay, and could
read in the glances which flashed from
point to point something of the terror
of th^ir owner at not finding what she
sought. '

"What is hit. Miss Laurel?" he
drawled, as with a slow, muscular
movement of his body he threw hlm-

jself upon his feet and moved forward
to her side. "Can Ibe any hep?"

"O
—

h!hifa you, Poke? Thank God!
Hurry! hurry! Paps knocked down by
a tree an* bein' crushed. Icouldn't lift
hit."

"Where?" asked Poke tersely.

'To Coon Flat. Re was choppin' a
bee tree, an* bit fell 'fore he thought-
Please, please, do hurry!"

Poke nodded reassuringly. Coon Flat
was three miles away by a circuitous
path around craggy points and up and
down declivities, or one mile by going
straight over the ridge and meet-
ing a precipice by crawling out upon
a branch for twenty feet and sliding
down the tree trunk for thirty feet
more. Poke wondered if Laurel had

Frank H. Sweet

POKEHAMM
was in no degree a

prophet, but he had one of a
prophets disadvantages, being

without honor in his own coun-.•"try. The distinction, or extinc-
tion/fell upon him like a comfortable
blanket, even in the plodding days of
his babyhood, and became clinched dur-
ing his brief, spasmodic hours of som-

nolency In the schoolroom and longer,
• Tnore lingering, hours upon the moun-
I ta.lr.side. And when he sauntered re-

luctantly into manhood it was- a sign

manual that separated marked him'
as one apart.

And yet energy was without premium

on Possum Hill. A man could sit upon
his own doorstep from daylight to dark,

from
'

Monday to Saturday, from the
first to the thirty-first, and not lose

caste. He could even emoke.his corn-
cob pipe while his '-wife and daughters

: fathered berries' or calamus root or
;chestnuts to sell and still be a reput-
;able "Hiller" In good standing. No. it
. Teas not that. Rather was it the un-

thrlft of non-acoumulation. At a baby

he had gurgled his content with the
,world, even while his brothers and sis-
. terS were purloining and misusing his

rag dolls and rufie toys; in boyhood he
had gone a step further and turned
over such belongings as uawiitingly
came to him to whoever expressed a
desire for their possession, accentu-
ating this in early manhood by even
r'oing out of his way to do things he
\u25a0would never have dreamed of doing for
himself.

So, his brothers and sisters, and the
youth in general of the neighborhood,

irrew up and branched out into little
ehacks of their own, built in such nat-
ural wrinkles of the mountainside as
promised immunity from wind or sun
or shade, according to varying tem-
perament; and their housekeeping be-
ginnings of three chairs and a tab!*
and stove and bedstead accumulated to
other bits of furniture Inside, and per-
haps to a cow and mule, and. In rare
Instances, two mules and "kerridge"
outside.

Hlller prosperity never aspired be-
yond two mules and buckboard "ker-
ridg-e." But Poke remained the same,
Xnd by th« time he was twenty-five his
name was commonly spoken with a
Crawling prolongation that sought to
express a double and sarcastic mean-
Ing.

come, by this route. But as he sprang
up the slope he swung his hand toward
the circuitous path, knowing full well
as he did «n that the girl would, do
exactly as she pleased, for that was her
way.

He had met Laurel occasionally dur-
ing his rambles on this part, of the
slope, and thought her a remarkably

plain spoken, clear-headed girl,.with
none of the silly pranks and giggles

which he commonly attributed to young
women.

But matters feminine \u25a0 were of"'slow
growth in Poke's unpfacticed brain, and
the sweet personality of the gl^las she
stood there on the brow of the slop*,
gazing down at him with anxious, ap-
pealing eyes and flushed face, did not
penetrate fully to his consciousness un-
tilhe reached the very summit of the
ridge. Then he stopped with a' sudden
appreciative "Ey Jock! Want. she
purty!" ending with a llngerlng';drawn-
in whistle, this time intermitting with
a chuckle; and the whistle and chuckle,
translated, intimated that

*
were he

thinking of setting up a shack of his

And he brought out the
N
big, -unwieldy

plow and swungit in behind the mul*s
'

and went merrily around the foar-neie
lot in less^-nin^ parallelograms. 'And ,r
it may be thnt: his (energy and cheer- ;;
fulness was In no .whit diminished by
the fact that he- knew Laurel was "al-
ways .somewhere about. the Cabin, and
that it was she who: would prepare his.V;
meals and sit with*,him . at the table,
and that in'the evening- he could \u25a0\u25a0l!*' .'-
near the invalid, with whom she would ,
talk:' -.." ;\u25a0;.. .. -:\u25a0;. ';-. -\u0084.• \u25a0 \u25a0. , ;:•.•.\u25a0.\u25a0\u25a0.

\u0084.

He was not In love, of course. Such
an absurdity did not even. occur to him.;
It was, the novelty of seeing aA woman ;"

about that was pleasant. He haJ no <
sisters, and 'hi* mother, had "been lpng
dead., It was just the novelty, and the .
neatness and contentedness of it alUho
liked. And the idea/* if> his: thoughts
took; such definite form,'.-remained with
him for a month— until the invalid be-
gan to hobble about on 'crutches— when V
suddenly the truth: came home to him-,I
as had ncr» beauty that day on ;the,
ridge. He was" clearing new land be- :
low the four-acre lot when- the shock
straightened him up with a!jalf,-won-t
dering, half-frightened 'Tmv V>W of ::
'em! Yes. sir! rm-one-of-'em!'.y Then
his indrawn whistle, began ?- and. 'was
blown out with, a; chuckle; and. they, ~

with the straightening \u0084up,:
"

re-*
peated every few minutes during <the

!
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