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CHAPTER XXVI.—(Continued.) 
The Deacon saW he didn't know that 

dancing in itself was so bad, for the 
Bible referred to a great many dances. 
"But," said he, "I have always been 
agin permiscuous dancing." 

"But wg ain't permiscuous/ said Til-
ly James. "We are all friends and 
neighbors." 

"Most all," said Strout; but his re
mark was unnoticed-by all excepting 
Quiucy. „ 

"Well, under, the . circumstances, 
concluded the Deacon, "1 don't object 
to your finishing up with an old-fash
ioned reel, and mother and me will jine.f 
to with you, so as to countenance the 
perceedings." 

The call was now made for supper. 
A procession was again formed, each 
gertleman taking the lady who had 
accompanied him to the party.. They 
all filed into the dining-room and took 
their places around the long table. The 
most of them looked at its contents 
with' surprise and delight. Instead of 
eee'lng only home-made cakes anh pies, 
and dishes of nuts, and raisins, and 
apples, that they had expected, occupy
ing -the centre of the table, they gazed 
upon a large frosted cake, in the cen
tre of which arose what resembled the 

• spire of a church, made of sugar and 
adorned with small American flags 
and streamers made of various colored 
Bilk ribbons. Flanking the centerpiece 
at each corner were large dishes con
taining mounds of jelly cake, pound 
cake, sponge cake, and angel cake. On 
either side of the centerpiece, shaped 
In fancy moulds, were two large dishes 

: of ice cream, a third full of sherbet, 
and the fourth one filed with frozen 
pudding. In the vacant spacegb about 
the larger dishes were smaller plates 
containing the home-made pies and 
cake. and the apples, oranges, dates, 
figs, raisins, nuts, and candy taken 
from the pound packages brought by 
the members of the surprise party. 
Piled upon the table in heaps were the 
fifty boxes containing the souvenir 
gifts that Quincy had Ordered. 

As they took their places about thfe 
table, Quincy felt it incumbent upon 
him to say something. Turning to the 
JProfessor he addressed him: 

"Professor Strout, I think it is my 
duty to inform you that I have made 
.this little addition to the bountiful sup
per Supplied by you and the members 
of this party, on behrlf of my friends, 
Mr. and Miss Pettengill, and myself. I 
trust that you will talis as much pleas
ure in disposing of It as I have in 
eending it. In the language of the 
poet I would now say, "Fall to apd may 
good digestion wait on appetite!" 

Quincy!s soeech was received with 
applause. The hot coffee had "arrived 
anr* was soon circulating in cups.mugs, 
and tumblers. Everybody was talking 
to everybody else at the same time, 
and "all petty fueds,: prejudices, and -ani-

i mcsittes were, apparently, forgotten. 
The young fellows took'the cue from 

Quincy. who, as soon as he had finish
ed his little speech, began filling the 
plates with the good things provided, 
and passing them to the ladies,-and In 
a short time all had been waited upon. 
•When both hunger and appetite 'had 
been satisfied, Quincy again addressed 
the, company. 

"In those small paper boxes," Bald 
he. "you will find some little souvenirs, 
•which you can keep to remind you of 
this very' pleasant evening, or you can 
eat them and remember how sweet 
tjhiey were." A general laugh followed 
this' remark. "In making your selec
tion," continued Quincy, "bear in-mind 
that the boxes tied up with red rib
bon are for the ladies, while those hav
ing blue ribbons are for the gentle
men." 

A rush was made for the table, and 
almost instantly each member of the 
company became possessed of a sou
venir and was busily engaged in unty
ing the ribobns. 

Again Quincy's voice was heard 
above the tumult. 

"In each package," cried he, "will 
be found printed on a slip of paper a 
poetical selection. The poetry, like 
that found on valentines, is often' very 
poor, but the sentiment is there just 
the same. In the city the plan that 
we follow is to pass our own slip to 
our left-hand neighbor and he or she 
reads it." 

This wa6 too much for the Professor. 
"I don't think," said he, "that we 

ought fo toiler that style of doin' 
things jest because they do it that 
way in the city. We are pretty inde
pendent in the country, like to do 
things our own way." 

"Oh! it don't make any difference 
to me," said Quincy; "in the city when 
we get a good thing we are willing to 
share it with out partners or friends; 
you could eat it, and of course the 
poetical selection is part of the souve
nir." 

A peal of laughter greeted this sally. 
Which rose to a shout when Strout 
took his souvenir out of the box. It 
proved to be a large sugar bee, very 
lifelike in appearance and having a 
little wad of paper rolled up and tuck
ed under one of the wings. 

As Strout spread out the slip of pa
per with his fingers, loud cries of "Bat 
it!" "Read it!" andj"Pass it along!" 
eame from the company. The Profes 
sor stood apparently undecided what 
course to pursue, when Tilly James, 
who was standing at his left, grabbed 
it from his fingers, and running to to 
the end of the table,stood beside young 
Hill with an expression that seemed 
to say, "This is my young man, and I 
know he will protect me." 

Loud cries of "Read it, Tilly!" came 
from all parts of the table. 

"Not unless Professor Strout Is will
ing," said Tilly with mock humility. 

All eyes were turned upon Strout, 
who seeing/thdt hfe had nothing to 
gain by objecting, cried out, "Oh, go 
ahead; what do I care about such non-
0euse!" 
, • Tilly then rpad with much dramatic 

expression the following poetical effu
sion: 

"How does the wicked bumblebee 
Employ the shining hours. 

In stinging folks that he dislikes, 
Instead of sipping flowers." 

• Another loud laugh greeted this; 
largely due to the comical expression 
on Tilly James' face, which so far up
set Quincy's habitual gravity that he 
was obliged to smile in spite of him
self. 

If Strout felt the shot he did not be
tray it, but turned to Huldy, who stood 
at his right, and said, "Now, Miss Ma
son, let me read your poetry for you, 
as they do it in the city." 

Huldy hesitated, holding the slip of 
paper between her fingers, "Oh! that 
ain't fair," said Strout. "I've set you 
a good example, now you musn't 
squeal. Come, walk right up to the 
trough." 

"I'm . no pig," protested Huldy. 
As Strout leaned over to take the 

pager he said in an undertone, ."No 
you are a little dear;" whereat Huldy's 
face flushed a bright crimson. 

Strout cleared his voice and then 
read 
"Come wreathe youl face with smiles, 

my dear, 
A husband you'll find within the year." 

This was greeted with laughter, clap
ping of hands, and cries of "Who is it, 
Huldy?" 

The Professor looked at Huldy in-
ouiringly, but she averted her eyes. 
He leaned over and said In an under
tone, "May I keep this?" 

Huldy looked up and said in a tone 
that was heard by every one at the ta
ble, "I; don't cars; if you like it better 
than that one about the bumblebee you 
can have it" E" 

The Professor then turned to Quincy 
and said, "Perhaps Mr. Sawyer will 
oblige:the company by passing his poe
try along, as they do it in the city." 

Quincy answered quickly. "Why, 
certainly, and handed the slip to his 
left-hand neighbor, who chanced to be 
Miss Seraphina Cotton, who was the 
teacher in the public school located at 
Mason's Corner. 

She prided herself on her elocution
ary ability, and read the following 
with great expression: 
'Though wealth and fame fall to my lot 
I'd much prefer a little cot. 
In which apart from care and strife^Kg? 
I'd love' my children and my wife.'"'S" 

Strout laughed outright. -
"By the way, Mr. bawyer," said he, 

"have you seen any little cot round 
here that you'd swap your Beacon 
street house for?" 

"I've got my .eye on some real estate 
in this town," said Quincy, "and if you 
own it perhaps we can make a trade." 

'Zekiel Pettengill passed his slip to 
Lindy Putnam; it ran thus: 
" 'An. honest man's the noblest work 

of God,' 
Nobler lives than he who tills the sod." 

This was greeted with shouts and 
cries of "Good for 'Zeke!" while one 
of Cobb's twins, who possessed a thin, 
high^ voice, cried out, "He's all wool 
and a. yard wide." 

This provoked more shouts and 
hand-clapping, and 'Zekiel blushed like 
a peony. . 

Lindy Putnam handed her slip to 
Quincy; he took in its meaning at a 
glance and looked at her inquiringly. 

Strout saw the glance and cried out. 
Oh, come, now; don't leave out noth

ing read it list as it's writ." 
Lindy nodded to Quincy and he read: 

"There, is no heart but hath some wish 
unfilled, 

There is no soul without some longing 
killed, 

WSth heart and soul work for thy 
heart's desire. 

And turn not back for storm, nor flood, 
nor fire.' 

"This Is glttin' quite tragic," said 
Strout. "I guess we've had all we 
want to eat and drink, and have listen
ed to all the bad poetry we wan ter, 
and I move —" 

"Second the motion," cried Abner 
Stiles. 

"And I move," continued Strout, 
"that we git back inter the kitchen,and 
have a little dance jist to shake our 
suppers down." 

After the company returned to the 
kitchen, Abner was again lifted to his 
elevated position on the kitchen table, 
and the fun began again. There was 
no doubt that in telling stories Abner 
Stiles often drew the long bow, but it 
was eqaully true that he had no supe-
nor in Eastborough and vicinity on 
the violin, or the fiddle, as he prefer
red to call it. He was now in his glo-
-y. His fidflle ti'd-ed under his 

dances where the participants fell to 
the ground too weak to rise. 

"I put my right hand-in." called out 
one of the fellows. Cries of "Oh, yes, 
that's, it!" came from the company, 
and they arranged themselves in two* 
rows, facing each other and running 
the length of the long rdoin.' They 
were in couples, as they came jto the 
party. Abner played the melody on 
his violin, and the fellows and girls 
sang these words: r 

"I put my right hand -in 
I put my right hand out. 
I give my right hand a snaKe, snaK'1, 

shake, 
And I turn myself about." 
As they sang the last line they did 

turn themselves about so many times 
.that it seemed a wonder to Quincy, 
who was an amused spectator, how 
they kept upon their feet. 

Seeing that one of the young ladies 
in the line was without a partner.Quin-
cy took his place besido her and joined 
in the merriment as heartily as the 
rest. Then followed all the changes 
of "I put my left hand in," "I put my 
right foot in," "I put my left foot in," 
and so on until the whole party was 
nearly as much exhausted as Hiram 
and Mandy had been. 

<\t this moment the door leading to 
tbe parlor opened and Deacon Mason 
entered, accompanied by his wife. 
They were greeted with shouts of 
laughter. Quincy looked at them with 
astonishment, and had it.not been for 
their familiar faces, which they had 
not tried to disguise,he would not have 
recognized them. ' 

Out of compliment to their guests, 
the Deacon and his wife had gone back 
to the days of their youth. Probably 
from some old chest in the garret each 
had resurrected a^ costume of fifty 
years before. They advanced into the 
room, smiling and bowing to the de
lighted spectators on either side. They 
went directly to Abner, and the latter 
bent over to hear what the Deacon 
whispered in his ear. The Deacon 
then went to Strout and whispered 
something to him. 

Strout nodded, and turning to the 
company said, "As it's now 11:30 and 
most time for honest folks to be abed 
and rogues a runnin', out of compli
ment to Miss Huldy's grandpa aud 
grandma, who have honored us with 
their presence this evenin', we will 
close these festivities with a good old-
fashioned heel and toe Virginia reel. 
Let 'er go, Abner, and keep her up till 
all the fiddle strings are busted." 

Like trained soldiers, they sprang 
to their places. Quincy and his part
ner took places near the end of the 
line. He explained to her that he had 
never danced a reel, but thought he 
could easily learn from seeing the 
others, and he told her that when .their 
turn came she need not fear but that 
he would do his part. 

The Deacon and his wife led off, and 
their performance caused great enthu
siasm. Sam Hill was not a good danc
er, so he resigned Miss Tilly James to 
Professor Strout. Miss James was a 
superb dancer, and as Quincy looked 
at h"- face showed his apprecia-

I • ner saw the glance, and 
look. . p to him said, "Don't you 
wish you could dance as well as that?" 

"I wish I could," said Quincy. "I 
have no doubt you can," he added, 
looking at his partner's rosy face. 

"Well," said she, "you do the best 
you can, and I'll do the same." 

Professor Strout and Tilly did fine
ly, and their performance gained them 
an encore, which they granted. One 
by one the couples went under the 
arch of extended arms, and one by one 
they showed their Terpslchorean agil
ity on the kitchen floor, over which 
Mandy Skinner had thoughtfully sprin
kled a handful of.house sand. 

At last came the turn of Quincy and 
his little partner, whose name was un
known to him. He observed the grace 
with which she went through the 
march, and when the dance came he 
wished he could have stood still and 
watched her. Instead, he entered with 
his whole soul into the dance, and at 
its conclusion he was astonished to 
hear the burst of applause and cheers 
that fell upon his ears. 

'Come along!" said his partner, and 
taking him by the hand she drew him 
back through the arch, and the dance 
was repeated. 

Three times in succession was this 
done in response to enthusiastic ap
plause, and Quincy was beginning to 
think that he would soon fall in his 
tracks. He bad no idea that any such 
fate would befall his partner, for she 
seemed equal to an indefinite number 
of repetitions. 

But, es has been said before, to all 
good things an end must come at last, 
and when the old-fashioned Connecti
cut clock on the mantelpiece clanged 
out the midnight hour, as if by magic 
a hush came over the company and 
the jollities came to an end. Then 
followed a rush for capes, and coats, 

of the party to leave. Qutncy took his 
old place beside Alice, while Mandy 
sat on the front seat with 'Zekiel. 

It was a beautVnil moonlight night, 
and the ride home was a most enjoy
able ' one. ' • 

"I am sbrry." said Quincy to Alice,' 
"that you could not take part in more 
of the games.. I-'en joyed them very 
much*." . 

"Oh. Mrs. Maso$ kept me informed 
of yoUr actions," 'said Alice "frith a 
l a u g h .  :  ' • ,  

Halfway to Hill's" grocery they pass
ed the Professor.-and Abner walk
ing home to Mrs.- Hawkin's boarding-
house. They Galled out, "Good night 
and pleasant dreams." and drove rap
idly: on. In the Square a nunfljer of 
the party had stopped to say good 
night again before taking the various 
roads that diverged from it, and anoth
er interchangej^of "Good nights" fol
lowed. • 

When Stroirfc; ahd Abner reached 
the Square it was deserted. There 
was no light shining in the boarding 
house. The kerosene lamps and 
matches were on a table in the front 
entry. Strout lighted his lamp and 
went up stairs. Strout's-room was one 
flight up, while Abner's was up two. 
As they reached Strout's room he said, 
?*Come: in, Abner, ,aihd warm un. 
Coinin' out of that hot.r'ooin Into this 
cold air: has given me. a chill. " He 
went to a closet and brought out a bot
tle; a small pitcher, and a couple of 
spoons. "Have'some rum and mo
lasses, nothin' better for a cold." 

They mixed their drinks in a couple 
of tumblersi which Strout found in the 
closet. Then he *ook: a couple of cig
ars from his pocket and gave one to 
Abner. They drank and smoked for 
some -time In silQ'nte. 

At last Abner said, "How are you 
satisfied with this evenin's perced-
in's?" 

"Wall, all-things considered," said 
Strout, "I think .a was the most suc
cessful party ever giv^h in this 'ere 
town, if-1 did do -it." 

"That's' so',"'saiii.Abner sententious-
ly. "Watn't, you a bit,Struck up when 
that city feller .cotoe in?" 

"Not a- bit," said Strout. "You know 
when I come back; you see it was so 
cussed hot, yer know 1< said it was the 
heat, but I knew they wuz there. Mrs. 
Mason .told me," . 

"Did she?" asked Abner, with wide-
open eyes. 'I /thought it •was one on 
you 

"When I went 'down lo the road be
fore the bugle was. blown," said Strout, 
"Mrs. Mason told-me'-they was .there. 
You see, Huldy didn't suspect nothin' 
about the party and so she asked them 
over to tea. She sorter expected they 
would go right after tea, but they got 
singin' songs and tellin' stories, and 
Huldy saw they "had come to stay.' 

"But," said Abner, "that city feller 
must have knotra all about' it afore-
hand or how could he git that cake 
and frozen stuff down from Boating so 
quick?" 

Didn't you say,", said Strout, "that 
you seen them gping oyer to Eastbor
ough Centre .about 5 o'clock?" 

'Yes," replied'Abner,' '"but how did 
he know when*4t:, was? ~ some one 
must have told him, 1. guess.". : 

"There are tffles, Abner Stiled," ex
claimed Strout,\'"wn6n you are too al
mighty inquisitive.'' 

"W;all, I"only',want1ed to know, so I 
could' tell the (ruth when folks .'asked 
me," said Abnej?. " 

That's all right/' Said Strout "Cud-
dent you guess ,who told him? "Twas 
that Hiram Maxwell. I've been' pump
ing him' about the city chap, and of 
course, I've had to tell hlpi something 
for swaps. Bu]t tomorrow, when 
meet him I'll tell him I don't want 
anythin', more to .do with a tittle-tattle 
tell-tale like him* 

"What d'ye think of' that poem "bout' 
the. bumblebee ?"i drawled Abner. 

"Oh, that was. a put-up job," said 
Strout. 

"How could that be?" asked Abner, 
'when you took, it out of your own 
box?" 

"Well," rejoined Strout, "he'll find 
I'm the wustest kind of a bumblebee 
if he stirs me up much more. When 
my dander's up a hornet's nest ain't a 
patch to me." 

"I kinder fancied," continued Abner, 
"that the reason he had them fancy 
boxes sent down was because he sort-
er thought our pound packages; would 
be rather orna^y,"" 

"I guess you've hit it T>out right," 
remarked Strout; "them city swells 
would cheat their tailor so as to make 
a splurge and show how much money 
they've got. I guess he thought as 
how I'd never Seen ice-cream, but 
showed him I knew all about it I eat 
three sasBerfuls myself." . 

"I beat you on that," said Abner; 
eat a.sasserful of each kind." 

As Abner finished, speaking he emp
tied his glass and then reached for-
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and jackets, and shawls, and hats. I ward, for the bottle in order to replen 
Then came good-byes and good-nights, 
and then the girls all kissed Huldy 
and her mother, wished them long life 
and happiness, while their escorts 
stood quietly by thinking of the pleas
ant homeward trips, and knowing in 
their hearts that they should treasure 
more the pressure of the hand or the 
single good-night kiss yet to come than 
they did the surprise party kisses that chin, a red silk handkerchie" with larg 

yellow polka dots protecting the violin 
rrom injury from his stubbly beard 
rather than his chin from being in
jured by the instrument. 

After a few preliminary chords, Ab
ner struck up the peculiar dance move
ment very popular in those days, call
ed "The Cure." As if prearranged, Hl-
<-am Maxwell and Mandy Skiner ran to 
the centre of the room and began sing
ing the words belonging to the dance. 
Abner gradually increased the speed 
if the melody, and the singers con-
"ormed thereto. Faster and faster the 
•nusic went, and higher and higher the 
•lancers jumped until the ceiling nre-
ented any further progress upward, 

rhey leaned forward and backward, 
they leaned from side to side, but still 
'cept up their monotonous leaps into the 
leaned forward and backward, they 
'eaned from side to side, but still kept 
ip their monotonous leaps into the 
->lr. Finally, when almost exhausted, 
'hey sank into chairs hastily brought 
for them, amid the applause of the 

j arty. 
Quincy had seen the dance at the 

city theatres, but acknowledged to 
ilmself that the country version waB 
"ar ahead of the city one. At the 
^ame time it seemed to him that the 
-ance savored of barbarian ,̂ and he re 
called pictures and stories of Indian 

Mrs. Mason and 'Zekiel had prepared 
Alice for her homeward trip. Quincy 
took occasion to seek out his partner 
in the reel to say good night, and as 
he shook hands with her, he said, 
'Would you consider me rude if I ask

ed your name and who taught you to 
dance?" 

Oh! no,"'she replied; "my name is 
Bessie Chisbolm. I teach the dancing 
school at Eastborough Centre, and Mr. 
Stiles always plays for me." 

Is he going to see you home to= 
night?" asked Quincy. 

"Oh! no," said she; "I came with 
my brother. Here, Sylvester," cried 
she, and a smart looking, country fel
low, apparently about twenty-one years 
of age, came towards them. "I'm 
ready," said Bessie to him, and then 
turning to Quincy, "Mr. Sawyer, make 
you acquainted -with ' my brother, 
Sylvester Chisholm." 

"Ah, you know my name," said 
Quincy. 

"I guess everybody in Eastborough 
Centre knows who you are," retorted 
she with a toss of her head, as she 
took her brother's arm and walked 
away, < 

Hiram had brought 'round the Pet-
tengin sleigh from the barn. 'Zekiel, 
Alice, Quincy and Mandy were the last 

*" *"^4 > 
W i -  'A WILL BE AT > i., \ •• 

, ti 

Ballingall Hotel, 
OTTUMWA, i 

Wednesday, Dec. 23,190:* 
^rorn 8 a. m. to 5 p. m., ONE 

DAY ONLY—Returning 
.r every four weeks.;. . 
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Pay When Cured. 
It is the perfect confidence we have 

in our treatment that warrants us in 
adopting the above terms. We do not 
require any money (except pay for 
medicine) until a perfect cure is 
made. 

Dr. Stockdale's reputation for cur
ing chronic diseases is unsurpassed by 
any other specialist in the state. He 
is thoroughly reliable and invites any 
who are interested to investigate his 
standing, both financially and profes
sionally. 

He positively cures Chronic Catarrh, 
Diseases of the Eye, Ear, Nose, Throat, 
Lungs, and Kidneys, Dyspepsia, Con
stipation and Rheumatism. 

Men who are suffering from nervous 
and physical debility, a positive guar
antee to cure. 

Blood and Skin Diseases and 
Diseases, of Women. Consulta
tion Free and Confidential., 4 

ADDRESS, * -

Dr. B. A. STOCKDALE 
Citizens National Bank building. 

Des Moines, Iowa. 
To see Dr. Stockaale in Des Moines 

office, call Mondays and Saturdays. 

Rules of the Courier's Great World's 
Fair Yoting Contest 

Cat these out for future reference 
The Ottumwa Courier World's Fair 

voting contest is open to all young la
dies a|)d girls, no matter where resi
dent. 

Eight young ladies will be sent to 
the World's Fair at St. Louis and all 
their expenses for one week will be 
paid by the Courier... The contest will 
be divided Into two divisions, one for 
young ladies residing within the city 
of Otturnwa and one for the young la
dies residing outside the city of Ot
tumwa... The four . young ladies in 
each division receiving the highest 
number of votes will be selected for 
the trip. 

The coupon good for one vote will 
be published in all editions of the 
Daily and Tri-Weekly Courier from 
now on until the close of the contest. 
I^hese coupons must be properly filled 
out on the blank lines, or they cannot 
be counted. 

EXTRA VOTES.—In order to stim
ulate the securing of advance sub
scription payments and new subscrib
ers to the Daily and Tri-Weekly Cou
rier extra votes will be given as fol
lows: • 

Two extra votes will be given for 
every one cent paid in advance on sub
scription by either old or new sub
scribers in amount of 50c or more. For 
Instance, 50 cents paid In advance, se
cures 100 extra votes. A $1.00 pay
ment secures 200 votes and $2.00 pay
ment; 400 extra votes and a $5.00 
payment 1^000 extra votes... These ex
tra votes are in addition to the cou
pon appearing daily in the paper. 

EXTRA VOTES FOR NEW SUB
SCRIBERS. — In order that contest
ants will work to secure new subscrib

ers 200 extra votes will be given for 
every new subscriber who agrees to 
take the >Daily Courier for six months 
or the-Tri-Weekly Courier for one year. 
Subscribers will not be permitted to 
stop their paper and start it again 
in the name of some other member 
of the family in order to secure the ex
tra votes for new subscriptions. The 
new subscriber for whom these extra 
200 votes are given must be one Who 
was not a subscriber at the time the 
contest began (Dec. 14, 1903,) or who 
during the progress of the contest has 
not taken the Courier for at least 
three months previous to the time, 
signing for it again... This rule will 
be strictly observed and watched care
fully. 

The contest will ciose as follows: 
On March 1, 1904, the two young la-

dies, one from the cltyvand one from 
out of the city, having the largest 
number of votes will be selected as 
the first two prize winners. They will 
then drop out of the contest which 
will continue right along with the oth
er contestants until Aprjil 1, 1904, at 
which time the two, one from In the 
city and one from out of the city, hav-
ing the largest number of votes will 
be selected as the second two prize 
winners... They will then drop out of 
the contest which will continue as be
fore and on May 1, two more will be 
selected In the same way and on June 
1st, two more... Thf contestants can 
make the trip alone, or as a party, just 
as they prefer, and at any time after 
their'selection which is most convenU 
ent to them. 

Every precaution will be taken by 
the Courier to conduct an absolutely 
Impartial contest in every particular. 

ish it. Strout's glass wap also empty, 
and hging much nearer to the bottle 
than Abner was, he had.it in his pos 
session'before Abner could reach it. 
When, he put it do,wn again it -was be
yond his companion's reach. Abner 
turned some molasses into his tuinbler 
and then said, "Don't you think 'twas 
purty plucky of that city feller to come 
to our party tonight?" 

"No, I don't," said Strout, "he jest 
sneaked in with 'Zeke Pettengill and 
his sister. He'll find out that I'm no 
slouch here in Eastborough. When 
marry the Deacon's-daughter 'and git 
the Deacon's money, and am elected 
tax collector agin, and buy the girocery 
store, and I'm app'inted postmaster at 
Mason's Corner, he'll disklver that it's 
harder flghtin' facts like them than 
it is Bob Wood's fists. I kinder reck
on there won't be anybody tha't won't 
take off their hats to me, and there 
won't be any doubts as to who runs 
this 'ere town. That city feller's health 
will improve right off, and he'll go up 
to Boston a wiser man than when he 
come down." 

"That's so," remarked Abner; and 
as he spoke he stood up as/if to em
phasize his words. Before 'he sat 
down, however, he reached across the 
table for the bottle, but again Strout 
was too quick for him. 

"I was only goip' to drink yer health 
an' success to yer," said Abner. 

"All right," said Strout, "make It 
half a glass and I'li jine yer." 

The two men clinked their glasses, 
drank, and smacked their lips. 

"If you don't go to bed now you 
won't git up till tomprrer," said the 
Professor. .• 

'Yer mean today," chuckled' Abner, 
aa he got up and -walked 'round to the 

other side of the table, where he had 
left his lamp. 

"I guess," remarked Strout, "I'll 
have some more fire. I ain't goin' to 
bed jest yet. I've. got some heavy 
thinkln' to do." 

While he was upon his knees arrang
ing the wood, starting up the embers 
with the bellows,Abner reached across 
the table and got possession of his 
tumbler, from which he had- fortunate
ly removed the spoon. Grasping the 
bottle he filled it to the brim and toss
ed it down in three big swallows. As 
he replaced the tumbler on the table, 
Strout turned round. 

"There was 'bout a spoonful left in 
the bottom of my tumbler," said Abner 
apologetically. "Them that drinks 
last drinks best," said he, as he took 
up his lamp. "I guess that nightcap 
won't hurt me," he muttered to him
self as he stumbled up the flight-of 
stairs that led to his room. 

The fire burned brightly aiia Strout 
resumed his seat and drew the bottle 
towards him. He lifted it up and 
looked at It. 

"The skunk!" said he half aloud; "a 
man that'll steal rum will hook money 
next Wall, It won't be many days 
before that city chap will buy his re
turn ticket to Boston. Then I sha'n't 
have any further use for Abner. Let 
me see," he soliloquized, "what I've 
got to do tomorrer? Git the Deacon's 
money at ten, propose to Huldy 'bout 
half past, git home to dinner at 12, 
buy the grocery store 'bout 3:15; 
that'll be a pretty good day's work!" 

Then the Professor mixed up a 
nightcap for himself and was soon 
sleeping soundly, regardless of the 
broad smile upon the face of the Man 
In the Moon, who looked down upon 
the town with an expression that seem
ed to indicate that he considered him
self the biggest man in it. 

n' ;?A-CHAPTER XXVII'/-
Town Politics. 

At the table next morning the con
versation was all about the surprise 
party. The Cobb twine declared that 
without exception it was the best party 
that-had ever been given at Mason's 
Corner, to their knowledge. 

After breakfast Quincy told Ezekiel 
that he was going over to Eastbor
ough Centre that morning; in fact, he 
should like the single horse and team 
for the next three days, as he had con
siderable business to attend to. 

He drove first to the oflice of the ex
press company; but to his great dis
appointment he was informed that no 
package had arrived tor him on the 
morning train. Thinking that possi
bly some explanation of the failure of 
the bank to comply with his wishes 
might have been sent by mail, he went 
to the postoffice; there he found a let
ter from the cashier of .the bank, in
forming him that he had taken the lib
erty to send'him enclosed, instead of 
the $500 in bills, his own check certi
fied for that amount, and stated that 
the local bank would undoubtedly cash 
the same for him. 

As he turned to leave the postoffice 
he met Sylvester Chisholm. Quincy 
greeted the young man pleasantly, and 
asked him if he were in business at the 
Centre. Sylvester replied that he was 
the compositor and local newsman on 
the "Eastborough Express," a weekly 
newspaper issued every Friday. The 
bank being located in the same build
ing, Quincy drove him over. Sylves
ter asked Quincy if he would not step 
in and look at their oflice. Quincy did 
so. A man about thirty years of age 
arose from a chair and stepped for
ward as they entered, saying, "Hello, 
Chisholm!'I have been waiting nearly 
half an hour for you." 

"Mr. Appleby, Mr. Sawyer," said Syl
vester, Introducing the tyo men. 

"Jfr. Appleby occupies a similar po
sition on the 'Montrose Messenger' to 
the/-one that I hold on the 'Eastbor-
ough Express,' " said Sylvester, by way, 
of explanation to Quincy, "We ex-
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change items; that is, he supplies me 
with Items relating to Montrose that 
are supposed .to be interesting to the 
inhabitants of Eastborough, and I re
turn the compliment. Here are your 
items," said Sylvester, passing an en
velope to Mr.,Appleby. 

Mr. Appleby, seemed^ to be in great 
haste,: and with'a short "Good morn
ing" left the ofi&ce. 

•"He is a great .friend of Professor 
Strout's," remarked Sylvester., 

"You speak as though you were not," 
8aid Quincy. 

"Well," replied Sylvester, "I used to 
think a good deal more of him at one 
time than-1 do now, not on account of 
anything that he has done to me, but I 
do not-think he has treated one of my 
dearest friends just right. Did you 
hear anything, Mr. Sawyer, about his 
being engaged or likely to be engaged 
to Deacon Mason's daughter, Huldy?" 

Quincy looked at Sylvester and then 
laughed outright; 

"No, I, haven't heard. of any such 
thing," he'-replied, "and considering 
certain information that I havp in my 
mind and which I know to be correct, 
I do not think I eVer shall." 

"Will you tell'me what that infor
mation is?" asked Sylvester. 

"Well, perhaps I will," said Quincy, 
"if you will inform me why you wish 
to know." *' 

"Well, the fact is," remarked Sylves
ter, "that'fpr quite a *hile Professor 
Strout arid my sister Bessie,, whom you 
saw last night at the party and with 
whom you danced, kept company to
gether, and everybody over here to the 
Center thought that they would be en
gaged and get married one of these 
daysbat-since that concert at the 
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town hail, where you sang, a chango 
of mind seems- to; have come over the 
Professor, and he has not seen my 
sister except' when they met by acci
dent. She thinks a good deal of bin* 
still, and although ~the man < has dona 
me no harm personally, of course I 
do not feel very good toward the fel
low who makes my slste^feel -unhap
py.'"-

"Now," said Quincy, "what I am go
ing to say I am going to tell you for 
your personal benefit, and not for pub
lication: 1 happen; to know that Miss 
Hu}dy Mason Is engaged definitely to 
Mr.-Ezeklel Pettengill,.and has been 
for somie'time.' Now Rromise me not 
to put that in your paper:" 

"F promise," said' Sylvester,' "unless 
I obtain .the . same information from 
some qther S&uijce." 

"All right," Rejoined Quincy, and 
shaking hands with the young man he 
crossed the passageway, and went into 
the bank. 

.He presented his certified check, and 
the $800 'in bills Were passed to him, 
and hfr.placed them,in his inside coat 
pocket. He was just turning to leave 
the bank when he met Deacon Masoq 
just entering. 
"Ah, Deacon," said he, "have yot 

conie to draw some money? I think k 
have Just t^etLjflll the bank bills the* 
have on hand:"-^' 

"I hope not," said the Deacon, "J 
kinder promised some one that I'd b< 
on hand about noon today with $50( 
that he wants to usa on almsiness mab 
ter this afternoon^" : 
'..Quincy took the Deacon by the arm 

and pulled him c>ne. side, out of hear
ing of; any other pereon in the room, j 

(To be Continued-JWednesda^ 


