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RINCIPI•ES has their lo.
cal habitats the same as
live things; an' nothin'
is worse fr 'em than to
turn 'em loose where

I they don't know the wa-
ter-holes an' wind-breaks.
Principles that'll lay on
fat an' top the market
in Iloston, 'll queer the
hull game in a country

a'here playin' it is tangled up with In-
Jun., gold mines, 'r range-stuff. In the
short-grass country, dogy principles
are sure a source of loss, until they get
hardened up so's to git out and rustle
with the push. Now, this Humane-So-
clety-Injun-Relief-Corps form of doin'
good--harmless, you'd say, as we set
here by the grub-wagon; but I swear
to Godfrey's Gulch, the worst throw-
down I ever got in a social way grow-
ed out of a combination of them two
highly proper idees with a Oberlin
College gal I met up to Chamberlain.

This was the way of it: The "0. M."
Mr. Elkins, I mean, of the J-Up-An'-
Down Ranch, was called to Sioux Falls
as a witness in a case of selling con-
versation-water to the Injuns, an' cas-
ually landed a Juicy contract with
Uncle Sam f'r supplyin' beef-issue cat-
tle over on the Rosebud. The Pierre
firm of politicians he outbid. harvn'
things framed up pretty good, as they
thought, on the delivery, at once hops
to him with a proposition to pay him
I d'know how much money an' take it
off his hands. Havin' a pongshong t'r
doin' business on velvet, the O. M.
snaps 'em up instantaneous, an' comes
home to Wolf Nose Crick smilin' like
he'd swallered the canary, an' sends
me to Chamberlain to see that the
contract is carried out as fer as prop-
er.

"Go up, Aconite," he says, "an' re-
member that while the J,-Up-An'-Down
outfit don't feel bound to demand any
reforms, its interests must be protect-
ed. Any sort of cattle the Pierre crowd
can make look like prime steers to the
inspector, goes with us. But." he goes
on, "our names and not theirs are on
the contract. These inspectors," says
he, "bein' picked out on their merits
at Washington, to look after the in-
terests of the gover'ment an' the noble
red, it would be unpatriotic if not
Lee's Majesty to cavil at their judg-
ment on steers, especially if it coin-
cides with that of Senator Whaley's
men at Pierre. Therefore, far be it
from lus to knock. But be leery that
we don't get stuck for non-perform-
knoe: which we can't afford. See?"

It was p:.rty plain to a man who'd
matrickelated as night-wrangler, an'
graduated at it on the J-Up-An'-Down.
an' I went heart-free an' conscience
clear, seein' my duty perfectly plain.

Now at Chamberlain was this Ober-
lin College lady, who had some kind of
an inflamed conscience on the Injun
question, an' was dead stuck on dumb
animals an' their rights. She was one
of the kind you don't see out here--
blue eyes, you know, yellow hair. the
kind of complexion that don't outlive
many hot winds; an' she had lots of
pitchers around her, of young folks in
her classes, an' people with mortar-

- ts an' black nighties, 'r strip-
eds 1! '*s. She was irrupting into
the Injun questionbia Chamberlain.
Her thought was that the Injuns was
really livin' correct 's fur as they had
a chance, an' that we orto copy their
ways, instid of makin' them tag along
after our'n.

"Maybe that's so," says I, "but I've
took the Keeley cure twice now, an'
please excuse me!"

8bhe looked kinder dazed f'r a min-
ute, an' then laffed, an' said somethin'
about the sardonic humor of the fron-
tier.

I had been asked to give a exhibi-
tion of broncho bustin' at the ranch
where she was stayin' an' she was
agitatin' herself about the bronks'

ela's. I told her that it was just
tendly rivalry between the puncher
j' .the bronk, an' how, out on the

ach, the gentle critters 'd come up
' hang around by the hour, a-nicker-
f'r some o' the gang to go out an'

rst 'em.
* "It reminds me." she says, "of my

Other's pointers begging to go hunt-

"fame principle," says I.
SIt seemed to ease her mind, an' feel-

* ' I did toward her, I wouldn't have
worry fr anything. Then she

out that I wu a graduate of the
school of HiggrviIie, Kansas, an'

sed to know what quadratics was, an'
ftat my way of emitting the English
lgimage was just an acquired man-

ulrsm, like the hock-action of a
stria•-halted hoes, an' she warmed up
to me right smart, both then an' after,.
Sevemr askin' to ase my diploma, an'
begun lnterrogatin' me about the beefs-W_ sse; an' discussin' the Injun questlon
Lke a lifelong rlend. Wherat, I jump
oed the game.

But, for all that, about this time I
boeome subject to attacks of blue eyes
a a' yellow hair, accompanied by vet-Stigo, blind-staggers, bots. rlngmn' int
S.* esrs-like low contabulatin' talk.

.kinder interspersed with little bubbles
tof lafture-an' a sense o' guilt when-

ever I done anything under the canopy
of heaven that I was used to doin'
Can yeh explain that, now? Why this
Oberlin proposittion should make me
feel like a criminal jest because the
pony grunted at the cinchin' o' the

- saddle, 'r because I lammed him 'r

bitin' a piece out o' my thigh at the
same timt. gaoes too deep into mind

1 science f'r Aconite Driscoll. O' course,
a man under them succumstaaes is
supposed to let up on cussin' an' not
•'o listen to all kinds o' stories; but

, u understand, here I was, con-
S dience4truck in a general an' hazy

.' •st' of way, mournin' over a dark an'
Itigedy past, an' thinkin' joyfully of

SIt was the condemnedest case
ee tracted, an' nothin' saved me

be a Iewest to my trieds but the

distraction of the queer actions of
that Insis,'-tor.

I never hud! given him a thought.
Senator \Vhaley an' his grafters vas
supposed to arrange matters with him
-an' I'm no corruptionist. anyway. Of
conrse. the cattle wasn't quite up to
export shillin' quality The senator's
gang had got together a collection of
skips an' cu'ls an' canners that was
sture ra fra:tu on the Illjuns, who most
ly use the cattle issued to 'em the
way some high-up civilized folks does
hand-raised foxes--as a means of re-
vortin' to predatory savagery. as 'Miss
Ainsley says. Ainsley was her name
-Gladys A!nsley an' she lived som-
'eres around Toledo. The p'int is. that
they chase 'em, with wild whoops an'
yips over the undulatin' reservation
until they can shoot em., an' I s'pose,
sort of imagine. if Injuns have imagin-
ations, that time has turned back'ard
in her flight, an' the buffalo season is
on ag'in. Whereas, these scandalous
runts of steers an' old cow stuff was
mostly too weak or too old to put up
any sort of a bluff at speed.

But, under my instructions, if they
looked good to the inspector, they
looked good to me; an' bein' sort of ab-
sent-minded with gal-stroke, I rested
easy. as the feller said when the
cyclone left him on top o' the church
tower.

The Inspector was a new man, an'
his queer actions consisted mostly of
his showin' up ten days too
soon, an' then drivin' 'r ridin'
around the country lookin' at
the stock before delivery. This looked 1
suspicious; fer we s'posed it was all
off but runnin' 'em through the gap
once, twice 'r three times to be count- I
ed. Whaley's man comes to me one
day, an' ast me what I thought of it.

"I'm paid a princely salary." says I.
"fer keepin' my thoughts to myself.
This here's no case," I continued, "cal-
in' f'r cerebration on my part. If think-
in's the game, it's your move. What's
Senator Whaley in politics fer," says
I, "if a obscure forty-a-month-an'-found
puncher is to be called on to think on
the doin's of a 1'. S. inspector? What's
he in this fer at all, if we've got to
think at this end of the lariat?"

"He was talkin' about cavvs," said
the feller, whose name was Reddy-a
most ungrammatical cuss. "He was a-
pokln' round with the contrack, a-
speakin' about cavvs. Wun't you go
an' talk to him?"

"Not me!" says I, f'r the hull busi-
ness disgusted me, an' my guilt come
back over me shameful. with the eyes
an' hair an' things plenteous. Whaley's
man rode off. shakin' his head.

Next day the inspector hunted me
up.

"Mr. Driscoll?" says he, f'r I'd been
keepin' out of his way.

"Correct," says I.
"You represent the Elkins' interests

in the matter of supplying for the is-
sue. do you not?" says he.

"In a kind of a sort of a way," says
I, fr I didn't care to admit too much
till I see what he was up to. "In a
kind of a sort of a way, mebbe I do.
Why?"

"Did you have anything to do," says
he, unfoldin' a stiff piece of paper,
"with procuring the cattle now in
readinessior delivery?"

"Hell, no!" I yells, an' then seemn'
my mistake. I jumped an' added: "You
see, the top stuff rr the Injun market
is perduced up around Pierre. So we
sub-contracted with this Pierre outfit
to supply it. It's their funeral, not
ours. It's good stoc':., ain't it?"

"I am assured by Senator Whaley's
private secretary," says he, "who is a
classmate of mine, that there would
be great dissatisfaction among the
Indians, owing to certain tribal tradi-
tions and racial peculiarities-"

"You bet!" says I, f'r he seemed to
be gettin' wound up an' cast In it,
"that's the exact situation!"

"Would be dissatisfaction." he went
on, "if cattle of the type which In the
great markets is consh'ered best, were
furnished here. And I have great con-
fidence in his judgment."

"So've I," says,. "He's one of the
judgmentiousest fellers you ever
see."

"So let that phase of the question
pass," says he, "for the present. But
there's a clause in this contract-"

"Don't let that worry you," says I.
"There's claws in all of 'em If you
look close."

He never cracked a smile, but un-
folded it, and went on.

"'Here's a clause," says he, "calling
for a hundred and fifty cows with
calves at foot, for the dairy herd, I
presume."

"Cavvs at what?" says I.
"At foot," says he, p'intin' at a spot

along toward the bottom. "Right
there !"

"It's impossible." says I. "They
don't wear 'em that way."

He studied over it quite a while, at
that, an' I begun to think I'd won out,
but at last he says: "That's the way
it reads, an' while I shall not insist
upon any particular relation of juxt-
position in offspring and dam-"

"Whope!" says I, "back up an' come
ag'In pardner."

"It seems to be my duty to insist
upon the one hundred and fifty cows
and calves. Now the point is, I don't
find any su description of creatures
among the---the bunches in seeming
readiness for delivery."

"Oh!" says I, "that's what's eatin'
yeh, is it? W'l don't worry any more.
The cow kindergarten's furder up the
river. We didn't w•dnt to put the tender
little devils where thdy'd be tramped
on by them monstrous big oxen you
noticed around the corrals. The caff
business is all right, trust us!"

Whaley's man was waitin' fer me
down at the saloon, an' when I told
him about the cavvs, he shrunk Into
himself like a eoIlap•ed foetball, aa'
wilted.

"Ilain't yeh got 'em?" says I.
"Hluh!" says he. comln' out of it.

"Don't be a dum fool, Aconite. This
is the first I understood of It, an'
whoever heared of an inspector read-
in' a contrack? And there ain't them
many cr.vvs to be got by that time in
all I akoty. Le's hit the wires f'r in.
structions!"
The telegrams runs something like

this:

Tl' Senat(or Patrick Whaley, Washington.
7". C.:
Contract calls for a hunlr.l1 and fifty

cows with calves at foot. What sihall I
do? R.ldy.

To Reddy Withers, ('hambnrlain, S. 1(.:
W•ire rece*ived. Calves at what" Er-

plain. collett. Whaty.

liunlre.l and fifty cows and cnlvs.
What d.o yo.u advise? Itely.

e.. instpector. Whatl-y.

\\n't tdo. Inspector wrong Re•,liy.

H r iriiset-r or g.t ealves. 1'hialev

I'd got about the same kind of it
telegram to Mr. Elkins, addin' that the
W\haleh crowd was up in the air. I
sent it by Western 'nion to Sturgis,
and then up Wolf Nose ('rick by the
Ilellh l"ourche and EI'l.where Tele-
phone line. The 0. MJ.. as usual, cuts
the melon with a word. his wire was
as follows.

Tak.e first train 'hicago. c':all for lit-
ter Smith & J on3's. ('ummissl . ini in'r-
chants. Union Stock Yards. Elkins.

This was sure an affliction on me.
f'r I had fixed up a deal to go with
Miss Ainsley an' her friends on a
campin' trip. lastin' up to the day of
the issue. She'd been readin' one of
Hamlin Garland's books about a pun-
cher who'd scooted through the Brit-
Ish aristocracy, hittin' only the high
places in a social way, on the strength
of a gold prospect an' the diamond
hitch to a mule-pack. She wanted to
see the diamond hitch of all things.
There orto be a law ag'inst novel-
writin'. I got Reddy to learn me the
diamond hitch so I could make good
with Gladys, an' here was this mys-
terious caff expedition to the last place
in the world. Chicago, a-yankin' me off
by the night train.

I went over to tell her about it.
First, I thought I'd put on the clo'es
I expected to wear to Chicago, a dandy
fifteen dollar suit I got in town. An'
then I saw how foolish this would be.
an' brushed up my range clo'es, tied
a new silk scarf in my soft roll collar,
an' went. Here's my diagram of the
hook-up: Any o' them mortar-board-

-~

uK.

+ ! ound r wMMK D sneon

S OT
4I ED u? O/ IT1An =Jitili .

li11

'Thuf&

iSn bOOK,At1'FOffGT TO

tIMI iUV/ WOtI 1I~flE
It(TqLMI,

hat, black-nightie fellers she had
pitchers of, could probably afford flf-
teen dollar clay-worsteds; but it was
a good gamblin' proposition that none
of 'em could come in at the gate like
a personally-conducted cyclone, bring
up a-stannin' from a dead run to a
dead stop 'a if they'd struck a stone
wall, go clear from the bronk as he
fetched up an' light like a centaur be-
fore her, with their sombrero in their
hand. Don't light, you say? Wal. I
mean as a centaur would light if he
took a notion. You'd better take a
hike down to see how the steed's get-
tin' along, Bill, 'r else subside about
this Greek myth bis. It helps on with
this story-not!

The p'int is, that gals and fellers
both like variety. To me, the "y" in
her name, the loss in her hair, the
kind of quivery lowness in her voice,
the rustle of her dresses as she walk-
ed, the way she looked like the pitch-
ers in the magazines an' talked like
the stories in 'em, all corroborated to
throw the hooks into me. An' I s'pose
the nater's-nobleman gag went like-
wise with her. Subsekent happenin's
-but I must bold that back.

We sot in the hammock that night-
the only time Aconite Drlscoll ever
was right up. against the real thing
in ladies' goods-an' she read me a
piece about a Count Gibson a-shooting
his lady-love's slanderers so full o'
holes at a turnament that they
wouldn't hold hazel-brush. They was
one verse she hesitated over, an'
skipped.

I sat her if she thought she--as a
supposed case--could live out in this
dried-up-an'-blowed-away country; an'
she said the matter had really never
been placed before her in any such a
way as to call for a decision on her
part. FPrty smooth, that. Then she
read another piece that wound up with
"Love is best!" from the same book,
an' forgot to take her hand away when
I sneaked up on it, an'--Gosh! talk
about happiness: we never git any-
thing o' quite that kind out here! I
never knowed how I got to the train,
'r anything else ontil we was a-crossin'
the Missfssippi at North McGregor.
Here the caff question ag'in unveiled
its heejus front, to be mulled over till
I reached the cowman's harbor in Chi-
cago. the Exchange Building at the
Yards. an' found Jim Elkins' instruc-
tions awaitin' me. They read:
"Dear Aconite:

"The Chicago stockyards are the na-
tion's doorstep for bovine foundlings.
New-born calves are a drug on the mar-
ket there, owing to abuses in the shipplaing
beusness which we won't just now take
ties to disedn, to say nothing about

curing 'em. What is done with 'em is
a mystery which may be solved siml-,
day: but that they perish In som,. miser
able way is .,-rtain. Twi- :arloadis of
them trust pe.rish .n the Ito,.-i-i l in ;t,atI
of In l'ackingt,,wn -in th." !,oux s.,p
kettsl., Inst. it iof the, rendelring tanks.

if you can k.--p them alivt" t.. rea,.h
c'hamntnerlaln and I hai\' great c,,nfir,'n-i .
In your a tlllty to pt-rforll, (Iis tas.-k ii-

po"s'd up, n you by the " tin.] hsarl q sf
.enator W\h:aley's nmen e-ll.ihr it W\tash-

irn ton or at ti . ritn'-. I have hiri
that on'e .r two raw eg'gs per l:ay I"p r
,"e f will prs, rye them. and it 1,,k m
re,:tlad ab,. Smnith and .Tones will ii.\*
themn r.eadt" lIt,.l fir yvi, for tI., n.' '
fast fr.-Igh-t wi-st. I hope' you'll ei n,,y
your trip!"

WVell. you may have listensed to the
plaintive beller of a single tuftf at
weanin " time. 'r perhaps to the .ymi-
ferny that ,lemanatles from the l(en of
three 'r four. Furder'n this the ."xpe
rienllce of mlost don't go. lent(*, I

don't hopl. to gie y1h iany idt•': of the
sound that ct'kl<rtltd ovetr niortt rii ]nli-

nloi from tihet'i two -;irs. o' ilOt •'!' It-.

w\aift. The try of thet orphanl sn:'t,'

the air in a kind of endless chain 0

noise that at two blocks off sounded
likei a chorus of steam cl;liojpe's Ir -
tisin' holts at a!out imiddle '. Not ninl
like it had ever bet-n heartted of or donet
in ('hiiigo' an' stocknici an' re-
porters. aln' sight-seers swarmed
around wantin' to know what I was a-
goin' to do with the foundlin's- an' I
wa'nt in any position to be interview-
ed, with the ('hicago papers due in
C'hamberlain before I was. I'd 'ave
had a dozen scraps if it hadn't been
f'r the fear of bein' arrested. But
with the beef issue comin' on a-pacin',
I had to pass up luxuries involvin' de-
lay. I sot in the caboose, an object of
the prurient curiosity of the train-
crew ontil we got to Elgin 'r some'eres
out there, where I contracted eight
cases of eggs an' one of nervous
prostration.

Here it was I begun ministering to
the wants of my travelin' orphan asy-
lum. They was from four hours to as
many days old when the accident of
birth put 'emr under my fosterin' care.
I knowed it was all poppy-cock giv-
in' dairy 'r breedin' herds to them In-
juns, an' that these would do as well
f'r their uses, 'sif they had real moth-
ers instid o' one as false as I felt. But
to look upon 'em as they appeared in
the cars, would 'ave give that con-
sciencious but onsophisticated inspec-
tor the jimJams. Part of 'em was lay-
in' down, an' the rest trampin' over
'em, an' every one swellit' the chorus
o' blats that told o' hunger an' un-
happiness. I took a basket of eggs an'

went in among 'em. feelin' like a ani-
mal trainer in a circus parade as the
Reubens gethered around the train.
an' business houses closed f'r the
show. I waited till the train pulled
out, an' begun my career as nurse-
maid-in-gineral.

Ever try to feed a young calf? Ever
notice how they faint with hunger be-
fore you begin, an' all at once devel-
op the strength of a hoes when you
stand over 'em an' try to hold their
fool noses in the pall? Ever see a caff
that couldn't stand alone, run gaily off
with a two-hundred-an'-fifty-pound far-
mer, poisin' a drippin' pail on his nose,
an' his countenance a geyser of milk?
Well, then you can form some faint
Idee of the practical difficulty of in-
ducin' a caff, all innercent o' the world
an' its way o' takin' sustenance, to
suck a raw egg. But nothin' but actual
experience can impart any remote ap-
proach to a notion o' what it means to
ineorporate the fruit o' the nest with
the bossy while bumpin' over the
track of a northern Iowa railroad in .a
freight car, morln' at twenty-five miles
an hour. I used up two cases of eggs
before I was sure of havin' alleviated
one pang of hunger, such was the
scorn my kindly offers was rejected
with. The result was astoundin'.
Them cars swept through the country.
their decks' slippery with yaller gore.
an' their lee scuppers running' bank.
full, as the sailors say, with Tom-an'-
Jerry an' egg shampoo. An' all the
time went on that symferny of blats,
risin' an' fallin' on the prairie breeze
as we rolled from town to town, a
thing to be gazed at an' listened to an'
never forgot; to be side-tracked out-
side city limits f'r fear of the board
of health and the S. P. C. A.. an' me
ostrichized by the very brakey in the
caboose as bein' unfit f'r publication
an' forced to buy a mackintosh to
wrap myself in before they'd let me
lay down on their old seats to sleep.
An' when my visions reverted back to
the Oberlin people, I couldn't dream
o' that yaller hair even, without its
seemin' to float out, an' out, an' out
into a sea of soft-boiled. In which her
an' me was strugglin'. to the howlin'
of a tearin' tempest of blats.

At last we arrived at Chamberlain.
An' here's where the head-end collis-
ion of principles comes in, that I men-
tioned a while ago. Here's where
Aconite Driscoll. who for days had
been givin' a mother's care to two hun-
dred cavvs. was condemned f'r cruel-ty; an' when he'd been strainin' every
aerve an' disturbin' the egg market to
keep fro bustin' (a set of concealed

claws In a gover'ment icontra(.t. he
'l Iha:tanished as ;ill egg'r sseotry t teo
crime of hilkin' poor I.o This tradegtv
halpens out we-st o' the river at the
issue house.

Reddy had a string of wai.zons with
hog-rlcl-ks onito 'em waitin' ini the
as itchl- arils when we whistled in. an'
the way \oe yanked thi

em
, infant, ofT

thi cars and trlndiled 'hmi over the

plontoon bridge, an' hit the trail f r
the Issue h"i lotos. was a high-(las•e

piece o' tearnin'. We owderedl across
the .country like the first hat, h of
sooners at it reservation openilti' I tlt
on the I:rairte as Itiily ati' his pu
ch rs. slowly dribbhlitt' the last a t it
ste•rs into the delij ery, too anxiiou' "fr
n.- a;n' the nvvrs to h :a-lhn:am.t of
thl tr. emtltacition. Out bthii a t".
I:. h l ad ( eii..: .led a hIluI! oif t" -'%\ l
he'd deplytitzed as nothers pro t i t,
t:y waitl The right wait' 'v, ,-4,t11
cours.- woitt'vte teenti toit iu 1ilrrit
lth tii uiinches iin la iinass• 'ilti wa.i.

at a r'nhot r phL •., an' drove ',. "n! ,:

1i in is ni tn h like cattle the -;
farntlO :"ir '.s :as v h coul l m 'en s',
,ook. tart t yev .van'r ltithe T' i i chi

gLti, ' \its j rl-kid (02 ;1 t 'i a h a' the t
oingently rn iti lil ,e up> uef ih
sleigh co t in' bornes front -. Ilit'

school. M ost all the. orph 'ns '' o ld ,n "

did walk, an' I was so tthklh'd at tIts
testimonial to the egg-t cure fr youthfuli
weakness thait we had 't, half way
to the plate where the knives o' their
owners-elect was a wait it 'i em whent I
looked around an' seen Miss Ainsley.
an' the ('hamberlain lady she was a-
stayin' with, standin' where they must
'a' seen the way we mussed the carnv
hair up in gettin' of 'em on the ground.

Gladys' eyes was a-blazin', an' they
was a red spot in each cheek. She
seemed sort o' pressin' forwards, like
she wanted to mix it up, an' her lady
friend was tryin' to head her off I
saw she didn't recognize me. an' I didn't
thirst f'r recognition. I knew that
love ain't so blind as she's been ad-
vertised, an' that I wouldn't never. no.
never, be a nater's nobleman no more
if she ever tumbled to the fact that
the human omelette runnin' this caff
business was A. Driscoll. It was only
a case of sweet-gal-graduate palpita-
tion o' the heart anyhow, an' needed
the bronzed cheek, the droopin' mus-
tache. the range clo'es. the deadly gun.
the diamond hitch, and the centaur
biz to keep it up to its wonted palp.

An' what was it that was offered to
the gaze o' this romantic piece o' calic-
ker? Try to realize e he truth in all
its heejusness. Here was the afore-
mentioned Driscoll arrayed in what
was once an A-1 fifteen-dollar suit of
clay-worsteds, a good biled shie. an' a
new celluloid collar. But how changed
from what had been but three short
day ago the innersure of te of the eye of
every sure-thing or conman on South
Italsted Street? Seventy-five per cent.
of eight cases of eggs had went biller-
in' over him. The shells of the same
clung like barnacles to his apparel.
lls curlin' locks was matted an' mucd-

laged like he'd made a premature get-
away from some liberal-minded sham-
pooer; an' from under his beetlin'
brows that looked like birds' nests
from which broods had just hatch!ed,
glared eyes with vl'lence an' crime in
every glance. Verily. Aconite was a
beaut! An' here' a-comin' down upon
him like the angel o' the Lord on the
Assyrian host, come a starchy, lacey,
filmy, ribbiny gal. that had onat let
him hold her hand. by gum! her eyes
burnin' with vengeance, an' that kin-
der corn-shucky rustlin' that ema-
nated mysterious from her dress as
she walked, a drawin' nearder an'
nearder every breath.

"Gladys! Gladys!" says her lady
friend. An' as Gladys slowed up, she
says, lower: "I wouldn't Interfere in
this if I were you, dear!"

"I must!" says Gladys. "It's my
duty! I can'et permit dumb animals to
be treated so without a protest. It is
civic cowardice not to do disagreeable
things for principle. I wish to speak
to the man in charge, please!"

I kep' minglin' with the herd. no t
carin' to have riodtreeable things done
to me for op- , but she cuts me
out. an' says he. "Do you know

at there's 1 .. against cruelty to
dumb animals?"

"They ain't dumb," says I. trying to
change my voice, an' officin' up to
Reddy to shove 'emr along to their fate
while I held the foe in play. "When
you've associated with these cute little
cusses as long an' lntermately as I
have, ma'am, you'll know that they
have a languagen' ' an ellerquence all
their own.t that takes 'emra out of the
pervisions o' that law you speak of,
an -"

Here's where I overplays my hand,
an' lets her get onto the genuyne tones
of my voice. I ortn't to done this, ft'r
she'd heard it at close range. An' to
make a dead coinch out of a good gamb-in
ln' proposition. I looked her in the
eyes, It was all off In a breath. She
give a sort of gasp as if tsomethin' cold
had hit her, an' went petrified, sort o'
slow like.

"Oh!" says she, turnin' her head to
her friend. "I understand now what
it was your husband was laughing
about, and his odious Jokes about fool-
ing the inspector; and the bearing of
the article he showed us in the Chi-
cago paper! Oh, Mr. Driscoll, you to
be so cruel; and to impose these poor
motherless creatures upon those ig-
norant Indians, who are depending
upon their living and becoming the nu-
cleus of their pastoral industry; and
the first step to a higher elvilization!
I don't wonder that you look guilty, or

"'I don't'!" says I, f'r I didn't, as fe'r
as the stock was concerned. "It's
these here eight cashs of eggs that
make me look so. It's a matter o'
cdo's. An' the reds'l never raise cat-
tie." says I. "or anything but trouble in
God's worli. An' If these cavv's hadr
as many mothers as a Mormon kid.'
I went on. "'they'd be no letter t'r
stew!"

"Mr. Driscoll," says she. "don't ever
speak to me again. I shall expose this
matter to the inspector!"

I tried to lift my hat. but it stuck
to my hair; an' the sight of me puilin
desperately at my own head had some
effect on her, f'r she flees to her friend,
actin' queer, but whuther laffin' 'r cry-
tn' I couldn't say, an' I don't ipos-e

she could. It's immaterial snyiay. th,
main p'int bein' that her friend's hus-
band. a friend of the senator's, per-
suaded her from ha-yin' us all pinche!.
when she found that Reddy'd heat her
to it with the cavws, the last one of
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dis .'hage. "' r4l lies 1! 11 T' h. 111 ,

that they i uiscoer that norin 4 i'

'flesh wounds. I've given ind not to'k

halt an hour with the horses."
An' here's where I had a narrow es

cape. I wouldn't have faced her, the
girl you; know, f'r no money: l•lt as
Jim went away• right at the door I

merin' of white and blue. It was her,

herself! She must have met Jim before.

f'r I heard her speak his name an
mine. He seemed to be perlitely argo-
in' wit her; an' then she went a way

with him. I breathed easier to see
her go, an' then set down an' cried like
a baby. A feller'll do that easy, when

he's been on a tear. you know.

Jim an' I rode all that day sayli''

never a word. Ihut when we'd turned
in that night I mentioned the matter.

me to jal to janythi on me r
"Aconite." says he. "I'11 not deceive

you. She hands. Forget it!

NEEDS GUIDANCE BY BRAIN
Most Facile Pen of Little Avail of the

Great Driving Forae is Not
Behind It.

It is recorded of DIani'l WVebhst'r
that a frind wouldn't have faced him with a
steel pent -an art right at the doorll
known in the active days of our great
oratorical genius. Webster found it
meractical and .iritntblue. It twgh it
writes beautifully and witiiiit
scratching She he mment d. "I coulre.
'ever learn to compose h its it. Its

fluency districts mny mind from the
matter iHe seeme hand. I must combe perliose with

a quill, and make a fair copy, if need
be, with the steel point." ark Twent ain
was one ofI bthe first literary to see
experiment with a typewriter. He
was enthusiastic about its posw.sibili-
ties, but he admitted his style suffered
from its use. He needed a fountain
pen to compose with. And yet, a few

years before he had said the say
thing about the fountain pen. Its nov-
elty, its tricks, its very independence
of the ink well, took his attention
from his story. He could compose
better with a steel pen or the stub of
a lead pencil.

It is probable that when the in-
ventor of the art of writing with a
stylus upoen--an waxen tablets introduced
his innovation the poet who had
previously composend his deathless
lyrics with a mal and chisel acknowl-
edged the ease of the nedw method.
but complained that no good poetry
could ever be composed hy its aid.
One ncy dis the fall of the hammer to
emphasize the ictust he wounld say

and the heaving of it up again to ine
dbe, wiate the arsteels. The capoint." a came
when he paused to moisten his hands.

All this leads to the first liaterary ment of a
modern American versifier to the ef-
fect that he cannot write poetry when
he is deprived of his typewriter. This
poet was recently left without a ma-
chine., ust at the time when he was
obliged to prepare some copy for the
press. He made shift with a pencil.
but the result was trifountaing. "I cannot
write poetry cks, it a pencil" he polo
gized to his publisher. "I have lost

dulled it. With a typewriter he
might have caught it on the wing and
fixned it e'er it ed.

Training an Oriental.
A Canadian woman wanted to show

her Chinese servant the correct way
to announce visitors, and one after-
noon went outside her front door.
rang the bell, and made the man
usher her into the drawing room.

The following afternoon the bell
rang, and not hearing him answer tit.
she went to the door herself. To her
surprise, he was standing waiting out-
side.

"Why. Sing," she arsked. "what are
you doing here?"

"You foolee me yesterday. I fooleT
you today." was his reply.--Judge.

"Canna Ye Boo, Ye Brute?"
Rev. Jxwt l Na icholscn. when main

ister ef an Edinburgh Iarish. "as
called upon to marry a couple iir hum
ble life. and in the course of the c"re

tnny he thrice asked the bridegronio
whetther he toek this woman as his
wedded wife without eliciting a r'-plt
At last th- patience of the bride was
fairly cv rtaxsd and sher thus poitely
addressed her lord and nas!cr. in th-
hearing of the asssrln l'fitd b riends.
"('anca ye boo. ye areit ?"

Dto you desire not to he s'lgar, then
c-ease to brf uect-ed: for we nEver
knew an aff-cted person who was not
vulgar, nor one of natural manners
to awhom te phrase could be applied
-Hytche.

MILLS OF CAPE COD
Old Time Relics That Reulind 0, c

of HC'!dnd.
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ing train, they are worth more i• n their
present state than at the timn they
were built. Summer residents. for the
most part, have bought these mills and
had them removed to secluded spots,
where they will be free from detvasLu-
tion.

There are mills In the villages of
Haars chport, Brewater, ('hatlham, Yar-
mouthport and Dennis. and one on
Nantucket island.

The oldest is at Harwichport, and is
known as "laker's mill." This one is
said to have been built in 16144. There
are only a very few shingles on its
walls at present. and to the casual
visitor it looks only good for kindling
wood.

At Brewster there ie one of these
mills which is still in good working or-
der. Its owner, Henry Hlopkins. a black-
smith. does a great portion of his work
with it. Hie saws all his tire wood with
its power, grinds grain in large quart-
titles, makes cider during the fall.
and uses its force in many other ways.
Summer visitors are often entertained
for hours at a time watching it work.
Mr. Hopkins is able to grind a hun-
dred bushels of grain in an eight-hour
day when there is a fair breeze. D-
spite the fact that ordinarily it takes

TI I

Old Mill at Brewster.

a ten or twelve horse power engine to
turn a saw with sufficient speed to
saw logs into firewood, the owner cuts
all his wood without difficulty and does
it as quickly as he could with an en-
gine.

The mill has four "fans." each of
which is about fifteen feet long and
six feit wide. On these are stretched
strips of tough canvas; these formn the
"sails." Each fan is set at a .light
angle, so that the wind bi wing
against it forces it over. It ik nade
on the same plan as a co:lnion ;And-
mill. The mill is faced t:" : the
wind, so that the whole fore' inres
against the surfaci of the an.,,i The
whole mill itself sets upon 'I o; a

"railroad track." the wheels t ninq
the structure to th, disired " . It
is wonderful with whlat ease hese
mills are turned; it req;uires o. 'y a
slight pressure of a wooden stk to
whirl the mill. When it is - ' :t the
desired angle and all is ready the
fans are unchained, and 'round goes"
I the wheel. Inside there is a rumbling
sound much like that of distant thun-

der, a speeding freight train or the
whir of a revolving paddle wheel on a
side-wheeler steamer. The mill shakes
considerably, and anyone who hap-
pens to be in it rushes out the door-
all except the owner, who smokes a
pipe and acts as though he was enjoy-
Ing himself Immensely.

The mill is also made to turn grind-
istones, separators, washing machines,

and the like.

HATCHET IS USED TO WHIP

Director Henry O. Kight of Boys'
School Is Cleared of Cruelty,

However.

Trenton. . J.-Although Henry O.
Klght. director of the Falrvlew
Training school. at Frenchtown, has
been held guiltless ef ntreclnus as-
Pan!t and bhtterv unon Harry Sparke,
,r 'nmden Prehation Officer Charles
Hi. Fdmond. in a report to Judge
cnich''l, a'•erta that Kight struck
one boy with the broad sidi of a
hatchet. utsed a horse whip "r"d pad-
dha on others end chained eni boy
to a hrd fcr runntine away. i:L strik-

a;ir the boys, the officer holds,
Kight violated a court order.

Kills Man Who Saved His Life.
Taylorspcrt. Ky.--Lewis Ih~'Iaps

fell into the E.hin rf-er 1lt ,,, • n.
able to swim. 1'tjiian Zur,,!bri' at
the risk of his own lifi. ptit'w d Ir to
the water at'! re:1 ' n(1d ' hi'ii: Fwo
horurs later Phit; , i "it'*'" red at 7'trril-

bry's hn-m. ar:, ai itih na s•h lVIn.
"Are you rti, man who iaved my
Ilfe*" he diornalded. "Yes." r',.,.d
his rescuer PhtilIls lifted the hoit.
gun to his ahoulder and without a
word shot Zurelbry dead.


