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began to cry with all the abandon of
enraged 18.

“Keep it up; it will do you good.”

She raised her head in astonishment,
Her eyes met those of a great hulking
stoker, who was stretched out enjoying
his pipe and listening to the distant
music.

“What you sad about, Miss?—thére is
nothing in all the world worth that
rumpus.” .

“I'm not sad—only terribly angry,”
she remarked pr'oudly, eving him with
some interest.

“That's the way to feel. You better
rest here awhile—music’'s good and you
don't get any of the trouble. Partner
looking for you?”

“l guess not. I don’t want to dance
for awhile; I'm going to stay here with
you. Do _\'0;[ work on this ship?”

“I shovel coal.”

She placed her chin in her hand and
regarded him with democratic interest.
It appealed to her sense of the romantic
to sit in her best blue ball gowa, talk-
ing to a stoker. Then, too, if she must
renounce all men of her own class as
false friends, she would at least show
charity for those trodden under the feet
of such.

“You have a very hard life?”

“It is not as hard as it used to be.”
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Honolulu Harbor

“But, you man—mark me—if yo\.t
a saint don’t marry a devil; the combi-
nation isn't good for your health. But
if you're so in love with the devil you

can't help marrying him, learn what

‘forgive’ means or youre both lost
God! what I used to be! Now look.”
He laughed.

The girl stared ahead thoughtfully.
Suddenly a flush came to her cheeks.
Along the parrow passage were com-
ing toward them the beautiful woman
and the officer. He looked relieved as
he the blue dress ahead, but the
woman vialently.

saw

started

I'd find her in some out of
he cried, hurrying up.
cutting all your
His voice was plead-

I knew
the way place,”
“Why, Marie, you're
lances! Why?™
ing.

“No

rose to slim

matter,” she answered

heights of spangled blue

her smile was illuminating. “I found

good company, but Fm going now.”
The

swept

dark

shoveler

great eyes of the woman

the of coal for a
talking

she said: then turning to her

mo-

ment. “How interesting with
a stoker!™
escort,

take

“I'm tired to dance longer;

to

me the machine.” She smiled

palely at the girl, drawing her ah':m.-‘

- - . He laughed a little bitterly. *“I used to “There's not much of it; I'm going to eloped. We were both very young I mer of satin about her with a littla
have a h— of a time with my wife.” cut it mighty short. But, young one, never tried so hard for any one, but I quiver.
s at € tann of her partner. There was “I'm going to wait here,” stopping in “Oh!" the trouble is the particular girls of couldn't break those habits first snap. The officer turned with her. “T'Il be
s resent it in her pretty hazel eyes as the shelter of a flag. As her partner Silence. Suddenly the man leaned this world insist on falling in love with Habits stick like first class bronco pign¢ pack for you, Marie,” he said
P owed the pair down the steps. left her, she turned her hot face to the forward and studied the pretty face be- the bad men. This wouldn't cause so busters. You have to buck them off, “FH walt”
5 That—O a peach of a young divorcee coolness of the harbor, with its dark fore him. “Are you thinking of getting many smashups if we could change in a 20hd When vou think you are rid of them =53 :
vell 1 erribly rich, on her way around the water and rocking lights, and in the married, miss?" day, but we can't, and there's nothing they get on again. N SN Sk o - s
' She 'd her mother arrived distance the young moon and the sound “No.” His eye sought the sparkling on earth so unforgiving as a particular “If she had had a little more patience turned to the stoker. Mer voice w 'i‘
R Frar week stay- of surf tumbling about the coral reefs. diamond on her left hand. She flushed. girl! Heaven help the poor devil that with the bucking process I'd have won. 19W, but s'}:,-,- threw back v“,.x. head
3 ex le All the fellows “So that i¢ why I haven't seen much “That is, well, no.” Her lips trembled; marries one! 1 did—you see me now— But the girl was particular—she Proudly. 1at is the man I'm going
craz t he What, our dance of him this week. I hate him! I hate she was too young to understand men at the hottom. Where did I start from? couldn't forgive—so she got the devil's te marry
2 t S oon Help y find next him! I hate him!™ Then the tears of the navy. 1 came out of high school and went into OWn passport out of trouble—a divorce. The stoker moved slouchily toward
Whe flooded her eyes. She turned in anger “You listen here, miss, and I'll tell a big business with my father, but I Then you bet I encouraged the habits. the nearest companionway. “I'm going
I nant Y at herself and pushed rapidly through you something—something about my had learned to gamble. I fell in love I lost all my money; I couldn't hold a to get drunk.,” he muttered. but as he
G should stopped him the crowd; never stopping until some- life.” with the most beautiful girl in the Job: seven years have brought me to reached the stairs he turned with a
he got down there with that where in the depths of the ship. She She looked up at him, slightly re- world. She knew that I gambled and Stoking; I still have the bottle for my loud laugh. “That woman was my
g widow dropped on a piece of machinery and lieved and faintly interested. drank, but she married me—in fact, we friend. wife.”
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By C(HARLOTTE CORDAY McKEE
—g3=0 the reds that visit the Golden
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Ser = Rolland, one

F. Millet's ozraphers, “to notice
how nature metimes {ries her hand
on the f wre she succeeds in
« g is that will be real-

Jean 1 1is Nicholas Millet was a
ple, gen pure minded, hm‘llv.
deve He was tall and siender, with
! nds, and a " fine head

1 with abundant black curls. He

ed and led the parish choir.
IHe likeqd to observe animals, plants
1 people, and he sometimes tried to
model in clay and to carVve in wood.

en eyve for the beauties in
sharp distaste for wvul-

garity or coarsemess of any kind. When
€ drew mnear, the rustic raconteurs
Wi - “Hush; here's Millet.”

T 19 v since this young Nor-
man peasa arried the girl of his
choice, daughter of a rich farmer, and

than erdinary culture.
inchingly the hard lire
ry and bore her husband
whose rearing she left,
of the country, to
law, while she toiled by
Their
their sec-

istom
side in the fields.
daughter,
was christened Jean
the hand that
:=le the mysterious
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ond a
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was a
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and his was
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Y ATFEW MILES OUT
FROM MONTEREY HE
MET VASQUEZ

before the men were to come with the

papers to take possession of the prop-
Ward heard a knock. When
nened the door she saw to her

erty, Mrs.
ter-
or the robber Vasquez standing on her
»shold, of had
rd so many dreadful things.

.
he spoke
wi

the man whom she

when it

ch allayved her fears.

wag with a

respect

He desired only a meal, he explained,

rcumstances having

that

prevented his
He smiled
most imperceptibly he said this,
ind Nrs. Ward that the pre-

enting circumstances had been officers

town night.

as
divined
hot on his trail. But of this she gave
She told him frankly that she

had only some corn meal in the house,

o sign.

but she would be glad to make him
some tortillas. This was satisfactory
to him, so he sat down to wait while

his supper was
and

He
three

being prepared.
laughed played with the

small children running in and out of
the room and she marveled greatly that
this man whose very name was a word
to frighten babies could be such a cour-
teous gentleman when he chose.

But even this Interesting visitor
could turn her mind from her anx-
feties.

tion

not

During lapses in the conversa-
her fell into sad lines, and
finally her guest, noticing this, asked
her what the matter was. From some
sudden curious impulse, which she could
never afterward explain, she told him
about the mortgage to be foreclosed.
When Vasquez asked who held the debt
she named two prominent men of the
county, and when he further inquired
the amount of the debt he learned that
it was $4,000. He said nothing more on
the subject, and tried to divert her
mind by relating some of his adven-
tures in various parts of the state. It
developed that he and Ward were old
friends, although Ward did not know it.

face

“It was in the middle of winter, and
one stormy night I met him when I
had got on the wrong trail. 1 was sick,
half dead with a cold that was almost
pneumonia, and I suppose that was how
I happened to miss my way. I had not
a drop of whisky with me and I thought
for. But I met Ward and
he rode back with me to the right trail
and gave me some quinine and- whisky
he had with him, and saved my life. It
was so dark we couldn’'t see each other
—I knew who he was, khut he did
know me. .I have always meant to re-
pay him some day.”

Mrs. Ward now remembered hearing
her husband speak of the unknown man
he had met that night—she had long
ago forgotten it.

After the simple supper, of tortillas
Vasquez rode away through the dark-
ness, on guard with hi§ unceasing
vigilance lest his foes come\ upon him
unawares. A few minutes after he had
gone Mrs. Ward noticed a roll lying
upon a small stand in the corner of
the room. She picked it up—it was a
roll of bills. With it was a hastily
scribbled line: *“This is in return for
what, your husband once did for me.”
She counted it; there was $4,00Q, the
amount of the mortzage! What to do
she did not know. Until far into the
night she sat and pondered. It would
hardly be possible for her to return the
money,; moreover, had heard fre-
quent of lightninglike
change of mood, his terrible anger
roused. And a rejected gift
very apt to produce a far from amiable
frame of mind. She smiled a little as
she realized his clever trick in leaving
this offering as he did. "And it was
quite evident that he sincerely desired
to repay the service her husband had
once done him. She decided to pay the
mortgage, straightway wrote
very long letter to that far off mining
camp where lay a man sick with fever.

The next day the two men came to
the ranch expecting to secure posses-
sion. But to thelir surprise Mrs. Ward
had the money ready for them—the en-
tire amount of the debt. They asked
no questions, but supposed that her
husband had struck it rich in the
mines. The papers were duly made out

I was done

not

she
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when is
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MILLET. SABOT PAINTER

shadows of twilight; his the hand that
glorified the humble life of his fellow
workers.

Jean ‘Francois Millet was born Oe-
tober 4, 1814, the annual feast day of
St. Francis of Assisi, for whom he was

named, and to whom that best beloved
6f saints, who preached a holy poverty
“little the
beasts and fishes, the little boy
was commended, says Laughlin, biog-
rapher,

and whose brothers” were

birds,

Besides the boy had a grandmother.
She was a woman of strong character,

devout, rightecus, charitable, with a
stern code and a dainty fancy. Of a
morning she awakened her idolized
grandchild with the bidding: “Up, my

little Franceois! If you only knew what

a long time the birds have been singing
the giory of God.” Perhaps after a
simple breakfast he would run out

where his father was sowing or plow-
ing or harvesting, and as they trudged
through the freshly turned furrows or
garnered the goiden sheaves Jeau Louis
talk to his little son of the
beauty of God's handiwork and call his
attention to the picturesque in the
landscape roundabout.

In “the hour when the great shadows
seek the plain” under the thatched roof
of Jean Louis gathered the family, the
servants, the wayfarer whom night
had overtaken. Particularly were
these strangers welcome if they were
beggars; if they were ‘“the least of
these™ they were not less welcome than
the very Christ himself in this peas-
ant’s home In Normandy.

In this atmosphere. the
., Erew u e
the Millet
them: there

would

Fran-
were good books
some and he devoured
was stimulating inter-
course, and ke drew from it full mced

boy,

is

in

Story of the
Stoien From

of the things that were later to make
him great. Very young he went into
the fleld to do his share of labor. Dur-
ing the noontime rest instead of sleep-
ing he would sit by the window and
draw. But there wads never-any talk
or any thought of his becoming an ar-
tist until he was 18.

Under instructors in Cherbourg he
did creditable work, and in 1837 went
to Paris. In 1540 his first picture was
hung in the salon. Little triumphs fol-
lowing long weary months of disap-
pointment; recognition that eased the
financial strain and bitterness of spirit

—an awakening came and he left
Paris for a tiny hamlet 34 miles dis-
tant, and here was the wide plain
of La Biere, the scene of “The An-
gelus” and many another of Millet's
immortal canvases. 1

In a two roomed cottage here he

moved his family, and here they lived
fof 25 years, till the end of his life.
At first, in an oid barn, damp, cold,
without a fireplace, lighted by only
one little window in a cerner, was his
studio. Later, a mnorth light was put
in and a wooden floor, and a couple of
rooms were added to the cottage, which
met all the wants of the painter, his
wife and their nine children and was
never too small to afford a hearty hos-
pitality to its many guests.

In 1850 Millet produced the first of
his great canvases, “The Sower,” of
which his friend Sensier said:

“We know what a serious affair the
sowing is to an agricultural people.
Plowirg, manuring, harrowing are
done with comparative indifference, at
any rate without heroie passion, but
when a man puts on the white grain
bag, rolls it around his left arm, fills
it with seed, the lope of the coming
vear, that man exercises a sort of
sacred ministry, The rhythmie walk
of the sower and his action are su-
perb. The importance of the deed is
real, and he feels his responsibility.
1 have seen sowers who, before they
put foot upon the ficld. would toss a
handful of grain intuo the air in the

*

Artist Whose Canvas Was
the Park Museum : :

sign of a cross; then, stepping upon
the field, they would pronounce in a
low voice some indistinct words which
sounded like a prayer.”

A dozen years later he gave us “The
Man With the Hoe” (which, by the
way, was in the Crocker collection, de-
stroyed in San Francisco in the 1906
fire), and some of his mest beautiful
works, including “The Gleaners” and
“The Angelus,” were created when his
great heart was heavy with grief over
the death of his mother, while his
debts were driving him to distraction
and the pain in his head constantly
troubling him,

The prices he received for his work
were small and the distressingly long
intervals between sales kept him in a
chronic agony of debt. In 1859, when
he was finishing “The Angelus,” he
wrote: y

“We have wood for only one or two
days, and we do not know how to get
more, as they will not give it to us
without .money, * + * | am suffer-
ing and sad. * I do not pretend
to be more unfortunate than a lot of
other people, but each feels his own
pain.” 2

After “The Angelus" was finished it
was many months before a purchaser
was found—for 2,500 francs, or nearly
$500. The last time it changed hands,
in 1889, the transfer pride was 800,000
francs. i

During the 35 years he had been
painting he has given us only about 80
pictures, nearly all small. His was a
long, weary trudge up the hill, and not
until he had passed down on the other
side—quite out of hearing the full
sweet word of praise and hearty recog-
nition—did the world awaken to the
fact that a giant had been among us.
A little more than 60 when he died,
January 20, 1875, he lamented the num-
ber of things he had hoped to do and
which he must leave undone.

This “painter of sabots” lies in the
cemetery of Chailly, some 20 odd miles
from Paris. It is the little church at
Chailly from whose distant spire,
bathed in rosy light, “The Angelus” is
ringing, and at the fitst mellow tones
the workers in the fields -stand with
bowed head and lips moving in prayer.
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~CAME UPON ANOTHER
| MAMN SITTING MOTIONLE.
ON HIS' HORSE WITH
ORAWN REVOLVER -

and signed and they departed with the
$4,000, leaving her with the deed to the
place.

About a mile from the there
was a sharp curve in the road and as
the two rounded this they came
man, sitting
his.shorse with drawn revolver and
They

ranch

men
upon another motionless
on
apparently waiting for some one.
recognized at glance the faumous
outlaw, and they saw at once that he
was indeed waiting for some one, none
other than themselves. They held up
their hands without delay when he ad-
vised them to, and they handed over at

his command the money they had with

&

them, which consisted principally of

the mortgage money they had just re-
He seemed
at the size of his booty.

ceived. greatly surprised
“Where did you get all this so early
in the morning, gentlemen?”
They thought it would be wise to tell
the truth, since he probably knew the

He
iar with the affairs of nearly every one

circumstances anyhow. was famil-
in the state, they well knew.

“Mrs. Ward has just paid off the debt
on their ranch.”

“I suppose it was pretty hard for the
Wards to raise this?”

“That is not our concern.”

Some" Veracious Stories of the Bandit Which
Display an Unexpected Side of His Character

“Yes, it is! I'm glad that T met you.
Next time see that you show more hu-
manity in your dealings with
You may ride on now!™

The account

others.

of this caprice of Vas-
quez does whether he told
Mrs. Ward what he had dome. It
safe to assume that he did not. ®
Another anecdote shows that he was
not altogether that he
pictured. A prosperous rancher living
some miles below Monterey had sold his
wool crop.

not state

is

the villain is

It was long before the dayv
of railroads and he was returning home
from San Francisco on horseback with

the gold on his person. A few miles
out from Monterey he met Vasquez,
whom he knew slightly

‘Well, Thompson, did you sell your
wool crop?” asked the robber,

“Yes."

“Get a pretty good price?’

“Fair.”

“Got the money with you™

“Yes." not for long, sald to
himself was to find his mistake

“I'll ride with you a way. Some of
the boys are head on the road and
they might relieve you of that money

They rode ¢ her until they reached

the edge town They saw no ene
and heard not a sound, but Thompson
was thankful ndeed, for his escort
when he realized that he knew not
how many m« of Vasquez' des-
perate gang lay hiding somewhere
along that leonely way, unseen though
they were Before parting, the outlaw
askeg if he could exchange his own
mount, a magnifice: black animal, for
a fresh one st Thomrson's ranch, since
the horse was exhmusted *v the hard
travel of the last few days FROtupae
gave a willing consent and Vasquez
appeared at the ranch next day., ex-
changed horses and rode off again into
the hills whence he had come to join
igain his ympanions in robbery and
vielence
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Wouldn’t be Complete Without the Good Old-Fashioned
NECCO LICCRICE DROPS

Quite 11 keeping with the other 500 vasteties of NECCO SWEETS.

Sald by all lemeii:‘:‘iitel:l:dr;m s ot '3;”7 .

NEW ENGLAND CONFECTIONERY CO., BOSTON, MASS.
Makers of the famous LENOX CHOCOLATES,

That Bunion
CAN BE

CURED

Let us prove it to you FREE on your own bun
ion. Send us your name and a 2¢ stamp and we
will mail yon a trial treatment of our ANTI-
BUNION PLASTERS FREE. This will prove,
in the uumistakable language of resuits, that
what we say is so.

So called shields, pads, etc., will never cure

you. They tend to make the bunlon bigger and
more tender, thereby . increasing instead of de-
UNION

crenlnhthe deformity. r .
PLAST works on a different principle. It does
not merely protect the bunion—Iit does not mere-
1y afford temporary relief—it completely re-
moves the bunion, and that for good. Our ti-
Bunion Plaster first and almost instantly takes
away all the paln and soreness. Then It dis-
solves the enlarged growth, and the final result
.ls, a natural shaped, normal foot, such as you
were intended by nature to have. All this ls
done painlessly, 1
slightest inconvenience. You do not have to wear
shoes two or three slaes too large while using
the plaster. It takes up mo room, being as thin
as paper, and you can wear your tighest shoes
with perfect comfort.

Let us prove all this to you free. Send now
for the FREE trial treatment. Foot Remedy Com-
pany, 8517 West 26th st., Chicago, IIlL

Work for Men and
Wamen

Stastnov

te for

or Morphine Habit Treated.
Free trial. Cases where other
remedies have failed, specially

np ! u “ desi-ed. Give particulars.
Now'

Wby JONTRELL, Suitegy No.400 W. 23d 58.

NO CURE NO Pl'-h'—
c..‘g! omo; myn do'l::
until cured and satisfled, German.
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Get rid of these Straps and Springs and be CURED

My FREE BOOK tells you w l‘wm

Ir!uoouko 1 show above CA.\?.zOT 1p you and how

my Method with Antomatic Massaxine Pad STRENGTH

Holding with easey
le

ENS the weakanoo muscles whi
and CURES Ruapture

der Guarantes Trial

NO leg-strap to pul pad on Ivie bone.

for FREE BOOK with 3500 Public Endorsements.

CHAS. B. CLUTHE. 125 E. 23rd St.. New York City

Hair on the Face

i an incom-
plete mixture was aceldent-
ally spllled on the back of
the hand, and em

that the bhair
named the new
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Apply for a few minutes and .

We
very
DENE?

OF vail.
rs as if by nﬂle. IT CAN NOT FaA
mdm es electrolysis. Used by people
of r and recom by all who have
tested its merits. Modene is now for sale at
drug stores, or will be sent by mall in safety

mailing cases on receipt of 00 per
Postage stamps taken.
Modens Mfg. Co., Dept. 831, Cincinnati, 0.

_ 40 DAY FREE TRIAL 2:2
-4 'r-lnbmv.’-vn all supers
"-u-m'-'m | il o6 tree, without
deposit. When see vour 1
:';uvu ql".:-l“-.i.::m"“
Write to-day.
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